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CHAPTER L 

TWO OLD BACHELORS. 

It was Martinmas Sunday. The evening 
service was just over, and the congregation, 
more than usually scanty, had dispersed 
itself over the Moss towards the various 
farms and bields which were scattered here 
and there upon it. A light still burned in 
the vestry, while Solomon Mucklebackit, 
the sexton, waited in the porch for the 
minister to come forth. 

* There'll be snaw the night,' he muttered, 

VOL. I. 1 
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placing the key in the oaken door, pre- 
liminary to locking up; 'there'll be snaw 
the night, or Fm sair mistaken. And the 
Annan's rising — ^it's snawing noo amang 
the hills; 

So saying, he peered out into the dark 
night, looking inland, where black clouds 
were gathering and blotting out the faint 
rays of the full moon. The wind was cry- 
ing, and blent with its cry was another 
fainter sound, that of the troubled Annan, 
which flowed seaward scarcely a stone's 
throw away. 

Close to him, and to right and left of him, 
stretched the old kirkyard, in which he had 
been sexton, man and boy, for forty years. 
Here and there in the dimness flashed a 
tombstone, and everywhere the rough graves 
rolled Kke a sea. He looked out impa- 
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tiently, while a sudden gust of wind 
crossing the kirkyard struck the old 
church till it shook again, and died away 
like low thunder in the direction of the 
firth. 

' What's keeping the meenister ?' he mur- 
mured impatiently, ^t's time we were 
baith hame.' 

As he spoke, there flitted before him on 
the grass-grown footpath something like a 
human figure, with a gleam of white like a 
dress fluttering in the wind. 

* Wha's there ?' he cried, starting ner- 
vously. 

In a moment the figure vanished, disap- 
pearing along the footpath towards the 
church gate ; and simultaneously a low 
moan, as of a human creature in pain, rose 
and died upon the chilly air. 

1—2 
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Had Solomon been a superstitious man^ 
instead of the most matter-of-fact of human 
creatures,hemight have suspected something 
supernatural in a presence so mysterious, 
coming at such an hour and in such a place ; 
but as it was, he simply grumbled to him- 
self, audibly expressing his dislike of ' grace- 
less hizzies' who came hanging about the 
sacred spot after dark. . For the kirkyard 
was a favourite trysting and courting place 
of rural lovers of all ages, whose goings-on 
scandalized holier members of the popula- 
tion, especially Solomon the sexton, who 
was an old bachelor, and a misogynist into 
the bargain. To the cry of seeming agony 
he paid no heed, attributing it to the pranks 
of some one or other , of the * graceless 
hizzies' aforesaid, playing the ghost, and 
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trying to ' scaur * or fright the lawful 
custodian of the place. 

All at once the light in the vestry was 
extinguished, and the minister, a man of 
about fifty years of age, appeared on the 
threshold, wrapt in a heavy winter cloak 
and carrying a tHck staff. 

'Lock up, Solomon, my man,' he 
said. 

Solomon obeyed, turning the key in the 
inner door, and then that of the outer one 
of solid oak, while the minister stood waiting 
on the path. Then the two, side by side, 
and with much the same kind of mechanic 
trot, passed across the churchyard, pausing 
now and again to struggle with the fierce 
gusts, and to hold on their head-gear — 
the sexton his Sunday * bonnet,' and the 
minister his broad-brinmied clerical hat. 
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Reaching the iron gate, which was 
rattling and creaking in the wind, they 
descended three moss-grown steps, and 
reached the highway. Here all was pitch- 
dark, for the shadow of tall yew-trees fell 
from the other side, deepening the nocturnal 
blackness ; but, crossing the road, they 
opened another gate, crossed the garden 
where the yew-trees grew, and reached the 
door of the manse. 

Standing here in complete shelter, they 
heard the * sough ' of the blast overhead 
among the tossing boughs, like the wild 
thunder of a stormy sea. 

The manse was a plain two-story build- 
ing, as old as the times of the Covenant, 
and containing numberless cheerless cham- 
bers, the majority of which were unfurnished. 
Here the Rev. Sampson Lorraine had dwelt 
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in solitude for five-and-twenty years. He 
had come to the place as a shy young 
bachelor, a student and a bookworm, and 
despite all the sieges that had been laid to 
his heart, as was inevitable in a place where 
marriageable men were few and spinsters 
many, a bachelor he had remained ever 
since. People said that a love disappoint- 
ment in early life had made him thereafter 
invulnerable to all the charms of women, 
but at first his single condition made him 
very popular. Presently, however, as his 
position as a bachelor grew more confirmed, 
and his eccentricities increased, he ceased 
to awaken much interest. For the rest, he 
was a ripe, if somewhat pedantic, scholar, 
and a constant contributor to a journal of 
Scottish antiquities published from month 
to month in Edinburgh. 
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Opening the door with a latch-key, he 
entered a bare lobby, and striking a light, 
led the way into a large room on the 
ground-floor. It was sc^antily furnished 
with an old carpet, an old-fashioned 
circular table with drawers, and several 
chairs ; but on the walls were numerous 
shelves, covered with books. The room 
had two large windows looking on the 
back lawn, which sloped down to the 
river, but was without curtains of any 
kind. 

A fire burned on the hearth, and a rude 
box of peat fuel stood by the fireside. 
One side of the table was spread with a 
clean cloth, on which stood a tray with 
bread, oatcake, cheese, and butter, a large 
stone water-jug, a black bottle, and some 
glasses. 
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' Sit ye down, Solomon/ said the minister, 
placing a lighted candle on the table. 

Solomon stood, hat in hand. Every 
Sunday evening for miany a long year he 
had entered the hoiise in the same way, at 
the same hour, and received the same invi- 
tation. 

Seen in the dim light of the room, the 
sexton was a little, wizened, white-haired 
man, with hoary bushy eyebrows, keen 
grey eyes, and sunken, sun-tanned cheeks. 
He was dressed in decent black, with a 
white shirt, and the kind of collar known 
in Scotland as ' stick-ups.' The minister, 
on the other hand, was tall and somewhat 
portly, with a round, boyish face, gentle 
blue eyes, and mild good-humoured mouth. 
His hair was white as snow, and fell almost 
to his shoulders. 
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' Sit ye down, sit ye down/ he re- 
peated ; ' and take a glass — ^the night is 
cold.' 

Solomon placed his bonnet carefully on 
the edge of the table, and seated himself 
respectfully on one of the cane-bottomed 
chairs. Then, leisurely and solemnly, he 
poured out a glass of raw spirit. Mean- 
time Mr. Lorraine, having divested himself 
of his cloak and hat, sat down in the arm- 
chair by the fireside. 

'Here's fortune, sir,' s£tid Solomon, 
drinking off the whisky ; then, wiping his 
mouth with his sleeve, he sat bolt upright 
and expectant, waiting if his superior had 
anything more to say. 

* We had but a small gathering the night, 
Solomon,' observed the minister thought- 
fully. 
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* Fifteen folk, no counting the bairns ; 
but we hae preached to fewer. I mind last 
winter, when the snaw was on the groim', 
we had but three at afternoon service, forbye 
Mysie Simpson and mysel'/ 

The minister laughed gently. 

* I am afraid the new lights are too much 
for us,' he observed. ' Young Mr. Lauder- 
dale up at the Knowes has, they tell me, a 
great congregation.' 

Solomon drew himself up and gave 
a snort of contempt mingled with de- 
fiance. 

* Sae ye had yoursel', when folk thought 
ye were a mairrying man, sir. I hae 
seen the auld kirk cramm'd to the door, 
and twa-thirds mairriageable lasses and 
their mithers ; but noo it's a godless genera- 
tion !' 
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The minister fixed his eye thoughtfiilly 
on the fire as he replied : 

* I'm afi-aid we are behind the times, Solo- 
mon. We are both of us becoming old, and 
the young folk are growing up on every 
side. There's marrjdng and christening 
everywhere, and still we two remain alone. 
In a little while, Solomon, we shall be 
called to our account, without having 
kno^vn, either of us, the blessing that 
woman's love can give, or the comfort that 
comes with the cry of bairns.' 

^ Ye mind what St. Paul said, sir ?' said 
the other doggedly — * and women are kittle 
cattle !' 

' I suppose that's good philosophy, but it's 
small comfort, Solomon, my man. I think 
I should have been a happier man if I had 
married 1' 



TWO OLD BACHELORS. 15 

The sexton smiled incredulously and 
shook his head ; then, with as near an ap- 
proach to a smile as his withered features 
could command, he said slily and sarcasti- 
cally : 

* It's never owre late to men', sir. You're 
a hale man yet, Lord kens; and three or 
fower I wat o' wad jest snap at ye \ 
There's Miss Dalrymple o' the Meams, and 
the Weedow Burness, and ' 

*No, no, Solomon,' said Mr. Lorraine, 
laughing; * you overrate my chances : and, 
whether or no, I'm far o'er old to try matri- 
mony now. But it's a lonesome life, a lone- 
some life ! Whenever I hear the school- 
bairns crying in the street, I envy those 
that have little ones to dandle upon the knee. 
I have no kith or kin — ^nay, scarce a friend, 
in aU the world.' 
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' Ye hae me^ sir,' returned Solomon, in a 
low voice. * No that I wad liken myseF to a 
meenister and a scholar like yoursel* ; but I 
hae been your clerk for nigh thirty years, 
and auld acquaintance is kindly, like clean 
linen. Atweel, is it no better to be a free 
man than to hae a scoldin' wife, or bairns 
that gang the deil's road, like mony i' the 
parish? And if you wad tak' a gless 
noo an' then to cheer your heart, you'd 
find it a better comforter than tane or 
tither !' 

With this pregnant sentence Solomon 
rose to go, while Mr. Lorraine, without re- 
sponding, continued to look dreamily at the 
.fire. 

* Are ye mindin' the fimeral the mom ?' 
the sexton asked, taking up his bonnet. 

Mr. Lorraine nodded. 
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* Can I bring ye anything before I gang 
to bed ? I maun rise at five to feenish the 

grave.' 

' No ; go to bed. I shall sit up and read 
a little.' 

' Weel, good-night, sir.' 

'Good-night, Solomon.' 

Thereupon Solomon left the room, clos- 
ing the door softly behind him. Lighting 
a candle in the lobby, he made his way 
quietly to a chamber in the upper part of 
the house, where he slept, and which was, 
indeed, the only chamber in the manse, ex- 
cepting the minister's sitting-room and 
adjoining bedroom, which contained any 
furniture. 

Many years before Solomon had taken up 
his abode there, on the minister's invitation, 
and it was his only home. Besides per- 



i6 ANNAN WATER. 

forming the duties of sexton and clerk, he 
acted generally as factotum to Mr. Lorraine, 
attended to the garden, and groomed the 
pony on which the minister made his visi- 
tations about the country. An aged woman, 
Mysie Simpson, came in every day to clean 
and cook, but invariably retired to her 
own dwelling at nightfall. So the two old 
men were practically alone together, and, 
despite the diflference in their social posi- 
tions, regarded each other with a peculiar 
attachment. 

The minister sat for some time musing, 
then with a sigh he took a book from the 
shelves and began to read. It was a volume 
of old sermons, written by a south-country 
clergyman, impassioned, wrathful, and in 
the narrow sense Calvinistic. As he read, 
the wind roared round the house, and 
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moaned in the chimneys, and rattled the 
shutterless windows ; but as the wind rose 
the darkness decreased, and the vitreous 
rays of the moon began playing on the win- 
dow panes. 

Mr. Lorraine lit his pipe — the only 
luxury in which he indulged; for despite 
his plump figure, which he inJierited, he was 
abstemious and a teetotaller. Then, with 
another sigh, he rose and walked thought- 
fully up and down the room ; paused at one 
of the windows, and looked down on the 
moonlighted lawn which sloped to the river- 
side ; talking all the time to himself, as was 
his confirmed habit. 

' Ay, ay, a wild night ! — and snow com- 
ing, Solomon says ! Eerie, eerie is the 
sough of the wind in the trees. It minds 
me ever of Aer, and when the moon's up it is 

VOL. I. 2 
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like the shining of her face out of the grave. 
Wee Mag one! my bonnie doo! Thirty 
long years ago she died, and I'm still here ! 
still here!' 

Tears stood in the old man's eyes as he 
looked out in a dream. Through the long 
years of loneliness and poverty — ^for his 
Kving was indeed a poor one— he had 
cherished the memory of one who had gone 
away from him to God when only in her 
eighteenth year. 

* She was a grand scholar, tho' a lassie 
and so young,' he murmured, after a pause. 
* I taught her the Latin and the Greek, and 
she tried to teach me the French, hut I was 
o'er blate to learn a new-fangled tongue. 
Marjorie! my own bonnie Marjorie! — I can 
hear her voice singing still, as when we 
were lass and lad.' 
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Presently he walked to the circular 
table, and unlocking a drawer, drew forth 
several old school-books and some sheets of 
time-worn music. He turned them over 
gently, like a man touching sacred things. 
One of the books was Xenophon's ^Ana- 
basis,' another Ovid's * Metamorphoses,' a 
third a book of French ^ammar and exer- 
cises; and on the fly-leaf of each was 
written in a pretty feminine hand the 
owner's name — * Marjorie Glen/ The same 
name was written on all the pieces of music 
but one, on which was inscribed, m faded 
ink and in the same hand, these words ;-»— 

* To dearest Sampson, with Marjorie's love/ 

The piece was an old Scotch song of infinite 
beauty and pathos — ^the * Land o' the Leal/ 

2—2 
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He opened it, and read the words sadly, 

with the sweet old music ringing in his 
ear — 

Tm wearing awa', Jean, 
like snaw when it's thaw, Jean, 
Fm wearing awa' to 
The Land o' the Leal K 

Alas ! and nearly a lifetime had slipped 
away since the angels in that shining Land 
had beckoned, and the little hand had put 
down the sheet of music, and the loving 
heart had grown cold and still ! 

Close to the books and music, in a comer 
of the drawer, was a packet of old letters, 
bound with a silken ribbon which the writer 
had once worn in her hair. The old man 
took up the packet without opening it, and 
kissed it reverently; then, with streaming 
eyes, he knelt down before his chair, covered 
his face with his hands, and prayed. 
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* Marjorie ! my pet ! my bonnie doo !' he 
said aloud. * Can you hear my voice call- 
ing you where you sit and sing among the 
angels of God ? He took you from me 
when ye were little more than a bairn, and 
He left me to toil alone, though He gave 
me strength to thole my trouble and live 
on. You're a bairn still, my Maijorie, and 
I'm old, old; your hair's golden still, my pet, 
but mine is like the snow. Will you Jcen 
me when we meet at last? Ay, ay, it will 
be a strange meeting that — between an old, 
old man and a bairn! But though the 
body grows weak and old, the heart keeps 
young, and I love you still, my doo ! May 
the Lord God that took you from me have 
you in His keeping, Marjorie, now and 
for evermore. Amen !' 

Even as he knelt a white face was pressed 



22 ANNAN WATER. 

against the window pane, and two wild 
eyes looked in like the eyes of a spirit from 
another world. When he rose to his feet, 
still muttering to himself, they had van- 
ished, but a minute after there came a loud 
single knock at the front door. 

The minister started, listening, and the 
same moment a gust of imusual force shook 
the house to its foundation. 

* Bless me, what's that?' he exclaimed. 
* I thought I heard a knock at the hall 
door, but maybe my ears deceived me* 
It was only the wind, I'm thinking.' 

And he placed his precious relics back in 
the driawer, locking it carefiiUy, and placing 
the key in a worn leathern purse which he 
carried in his pocket. 

At that moment the knock was repeated. 

* Dear me V he cried, * there's some one 
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knocking after all. Maybe it's a sick 
call; 

Lifting the candle from the table, he 
trotted from the room, crossed along the 
lobby, and opened the hall door. As he 
did so the wind sprang in like a tiger, and 
the light was blown out, but the front 
garden was flooded with moonlight, save 
under the very shadow of the trees. 

He saw nobody, however j whoever had 
knocked had disappeared. 

'Who's there?* he cried, looking round 
on every side. 

There was no reply. 

Perplexed and somewhat startled, he 
stepped out into the porch, and instan- 
taneously the door was banged and closed 
behind him. He took another step forward^ 
and almost stumbled over something like 
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a dark bundle of clothing lying on the door- 
step. 

* Bless my soul !' he murmured, ^ what's 

tHs?' 

At the same moment a faint cry came 
upon his ear. Stooping down in great 
agitation, he lifted the bundle, and dis- 
covered to his consternation that it contained 
the form of fi living child. 



CHAPTER II. 

^A GIFT FROM GOD.' 

A COAESE Paisley shawl was wrapt round 
the infant, covering all but a portion of its 
tiny face. As it lay like a mummy in its 
wrappings, it continued to cry loudly, and 
the cry went at once to the minister's tender 
heart. 

But in a moment the old man guessed 
the truth — ^that the hapless creature had 
been left there by someone who had knocked 
and fled. , Still holding the child in his arms, 
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he ran out in the garden and looked on every 
side. 

* Come back !' he said; ' whoever you are, 
come back !' 

But no one responded. The wind moaned 
dismally in the trees that lifted their black 
branches overhead, that was all. He ran to 
the gate and looked up and down the road, 
but could see nobody. As he stood in per- 
plexity the child cried again loudly, and 
struggled in his arms. 

* Bless me !' he murmured, * I must take 
it in, or it will die of cold !' 

He ran back to the door and knocked 
loudly again and again. It was some time 
before he was heard. At last, however, he 
heard footsteps coming along the passage, 
and redoubled his knocking. The door 
opened, and Solomon Mucklebackit, half 
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dressed, appeared on the threshold. With- 
out a word the minister ran into the 
lobby. 

*Losh me, meenister, is it yoursel*?' 
ejaculated Solomon in amazement. *I 
thought you were in bed.' 

* Come this way — quick !' shouted Mr. 
Lorraine. ^BringaUghtT 

And stiU carrying his burthen, he ran 
into the sitting-room. Solomon closed the 
door, struck a match and lighted a candle, 
aud followed him immediately. Then his 
amazement deepened. To see Mr. Lorraine 
standing by the fireside with a crying infant 
in his arms was indeed enough to awaken 
perplexity and wonder. 

* My conscience, meenister, what hae ye 
gotten there ?' 

* A child 1 some one left it in the porch, 
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knocked, and ran away. Run, Solomon, 
search up and down the road, and see if you 
can find them. Shame upon them, who- 
ever they are. Don't stand staring, but 
run.' 

Perfectly bewildered, Solomon stood 
gaping ; then, with one horror-stricken look 
at the infant, left the room, and ran from 
the house. 

Left alone with the child, the minister 
seemed puzzled what to do. He held it 
awkwardly, and its cries continued; then, 
to still it, he rocked it to and fro in his 
arms. 

Finding it still troublesome, he placed it 
down in the armchair, and softly loosened 
the shawl in which it was wrapt, freeing 
its little arms. 

Its cries ceased for a time, and it lay with 
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eyes wide open, spreading its little hands in 
the warm twilight. 

The minister put on his glasses and looked 
at it with solemn curiosity. 

It was a tiny infant, about two months old ; 
its little pink face was pinched with cold, 
and its great blue eyes dim with crying. A 
common linen cap was on its head, and its 
gown was of coarse linen. But it was so 
small, so pretty, that the minister's tender 
heart melted over it at once. He oflfered it 
his fore-finger, which it gripped mth its 
tiny hands, blinking up into his face. 

' Poor wee mite !' he murmured, * I won- 
der who your mother is ? A wicked woman, 
Tm thinking, to cast you away on such a 
night as this !' 

As if in answer to the words, the child 
began to cry again. 
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' I can see naebody/ cried Solomon, re- 
entering the room ; * I hae searchit up and 
doon, as far toonways as Mysie Simpson's 
door, and beyont to the waterside, and 
there's nane stirring. It's awfu* strange !' 

He looked at the child, and scratched his 
head ; he looked at the minister, and nodded 
it ominously. A curious conjecture, too ir- 
reverent for utterance, had passed across his 
naturally suspicious mind. 

The eyes of the two old men met : the 
minister flushed slightly, while Solomon's 
dry Ups assumed the shape generally taken 
when one is about to give a prolonged 
whistle ; but no sound followed. 

^Whaur did your reverence find the 
bairn? on the doorstane, did you say?' 

The minister nodded. Thereupon Solo- 
mon walked over to the chair, put on a pair 
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of brass-rimmed spectacles, and inspected 
the child much as his master had done, but 
with prolonged and dubious shakes of the 
head. 

* Lord preserve us a' !' he muttered. 

' Solomon,' cried Mr. Lorraine inqa^ently, 
* what's to be done ?' 

Solomon scratched his head, then his face 
lightened with sudden inspiration, as he 
answered : 

^ Put the thing whaur ye found him, on 
the doorstane. Lea' him there — he's nane o' 
oors. Maybe the mither will come back 
and take him awa'.' 

The minister's face flushed indignantly. 

^ On such a night as this ! Solomon 
Mucklebackit, if you have no more Chris- 
tian advice than that to offer, you can go 
back to bed.' 
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Solomon was astonished. Seldom had 
he seen his master exhibit such authority , 
tempered with indignation. Not knowin<^ 
how to reply, he effected a diversion. 

*See, sir,' he said, still inspecting the 
child as if it were some curious species of 
fish, ' the cratur's wringin' wat !' 

Such was the fact, though it had escaped 
the minister's agitated scrutiny. The shawl 
and under-dress of the infant were soaked 
with rain or melted snow. 

* Bless my soul !' cried Mr. Lorraine, bend- 
ing down by Solomon's side; * and its little 
body is quite cold. Fetch Mysie Simpson 
at once.' 

Solomon shook his head. 
' Mysie's away the night wi' her kinsfolk 
at the Meams.' 

* Then there's only one thing to be done,' 
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cried Mr. Lorraine with sudden decision- 
* We must undress the child at once and put 
him to bed, and in the morning we can de- 
cide how to act. If we leave him like this 
he will die of cold.' 

^ Put him to bed !' echoed Solomon. 
^Whaur?' 

* In my room, Solomon, unless you would 
like to take him with you.' 

*Wi' met I'm no used wi' bairns! I 
couldna sleep a wink !' 

' Then he shall stay wi' me ! Look, 
Solomon, how pretty he is, how bright his 
eyes are ! Fetch me a blanket at once, and 
warm it by the fire.' 

Solomon left the room. The minister 
lifted the burthen in his arms and sat down 
by the hearth. Then, nervously and awk- 
wardly, he undid the shawl and put it aside ; 
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loosened the baby's outer garments, which 
were quite wet, and drew them gently off. 
Thus engaged, the good man was indeed a 
picture to see-his soft eyes beaming with 
love and tenderness, his fece puzzled and 
troubled, his little plump hands at work 
with clumsy kindness. 

Solomon entered with a blanket, warmed 
it for a minute at the fire, and then placed 
it softly under the child, which now lay 
mother-naked — as sweet and bright a little 
cherub as ever drew mother's milk. 

Suddenly the sexton uttered an exclama- 
tion. 

^Lotd preserve us aM It's no' a man- 
child ava ! It's a wee lassie !' 

Mr. Lorraine started, trembled, and al- 
most dropped his load ; then, bashfully and 
tenderly, he wrapped the warm blanket 



' A GIFT FROM GOD: 35 

round the infant, leaving only its face 
visible. 

' Lad or lassie/ he said, ' the Lord has 
left it in our keeping !' 

* But it is an awfu' responsibility ! A 
woman-cratur' in oor hoose, meenister ! We 
hae dwelt here thegither for nigh thirty 
years, and nane o' that sex has ever bided 
here, save auld Mysie when she comes to 
redd up the place. I'm thinkin' its the be- 
ginnin' o' trouble.' 

Mr. Lorraine smiled; then, lifting the 
child in his arms, he kissed it on the cheek, 
adding with reverence : 

' Suffer little children to come unto me, 
for of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.' 

Stooping to the hearthrug, Solomon lifted 
from it a tiny chemise which had feUen 
there, and examiaed it with, ludicrous 
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horror. Suddenly his eyes perceived some- 
thing which had escaped Mr. Lorraine's 
nervous gaze. Pinned to the chemise was 
a piece of paper with some writing upon it. 

*Look, meenister!' cried Solomon, un- 
pimiing the paper and holding it up, ' there's 
a letter addressed to yoursel' here. Will I 
read it ?' 

^ Certainly.' 

Then Solomon read, in his own broad 
accent, which we will not reproduce, these 
words, which were written in a clear 
though tremulous female hand : 

To Mr. Lorraine, — 

' By the time you read this^ the writer 
will be lying dead and cold in Annan Water. 
You are a good man and a clergyman. Keep 
the chUd, as the gift of God, and as you use 
her J may God use you /' 
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That was all. Solomon stammered 
through the words in horror, while Mr. 
Lorraine listened in genuine astonishments 

'There, meenister!* exclaimed Solomon 
indignantly. *Did I no' tell ye? It's a 
scandal, an outrage ! Keep the bairn, in- 
deed ; and a woman - bairn ! Absurd 
notion !' 

* Hush, Solomon,' interposed the minister 
solemnly. * I begin to see the hand of Grod 
in this.' 

* The hand o' some brazen hizzie, meenis- 
ter ! Send the bairn to the workhouse.' 

The minister frowned angrily. 
' Solomon Mucklebackit, if these are your 
sentiments, be good enough to retire.' 

* But, meenister ' 

* I shall accept this trust. If, as is to be 
feared, the poor mother of this innocent 
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bairn should perish this night, I shall not 
neglect her last appeal.' 

^ Lord preserve us ! You'll never keep 
the bairn ?' 

* That is to be seen. Be sure I will do 
what my conscience bids me. Listen to me, 
Solomon. When that knock came to the 
door, I was thinking of one who is long 
dead— one who for many years has been 
one of the angels of God ; and my heart 
was foil of it» own loneliness, as you ken. 
And a little while before, Solomon, I was 
saying — do you mind ? — ^how dreary a house 
is without the cry of bairns. Then the 
knock came, and I went to the door, and I 
found this little child abandoned by its 
mother. Solomon, if Grod Himself should 
have sent her to us to comfort our old age !' 

As he spoke, the minister bent down 
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again and kissed the child, and his gentle 
eyes streamed with tears, while the light 
blue orbs of the infant looked up into his 
face. In spite of himself, Solomon was 
touched. He coughed violently to conceal 
his agitation. 

* K it was a man-baim, meenister, I 
shouldna mind sae much. But a lassie — a 
woman-baim! It looks like the deil's 
wark !' 

Mr. Lorraine laughed cheerily, and rose 
with the child in his arms. Lighted by 
Solomon, he passed into an adjoining room^ 
a scantily furnished chamber, containing a 
plain bed and some common articles of 
furniture. 

Opening the bedclothes, he placed the 
infant in a cosy spot, and arranged the 
blankets tenderly around it. 
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' Look Solomon ! Is she not bonnie ?' 

Solomon gave a grunt of doubtful ap- 
proval. 

* Good-night, Solomon/ continued the 
minister. 

A word of protest was on the sexton's 
tongue, but he checked it in time; then 
mth one last stare of amazement, perplexity, 
and surprise, he left the room. 

' The warl's comin' to an en',' he mut- 
tered, as he ascended the stairs to his room. 
' A woman-bairn in oor hoose ! — ^a lassie 
in the minister's ain bed! Weel, weel, 
weel!' 

Meantime, Mr. Lorraine sat by the bed- 
side, looking at the child, who had almost 
immediately fallen asleep. Presently he 
reached out his arm and took one of her 
little hands into his own, and his eyes were 
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dim and his soul was traveUing back to the 
past. Hours passed thus, and he stiU sat in 
a dream. 

' Marjorie, my bonnie doo!' he murmured 
aloud again. *Is this indeed a gift from 
God — and you V 



CHAPTER III. 



THE DEAD WOMAN. 



At five o'clock the next morning, when 
Solomon Mucklebackit, candle in hand, 
descended the stairs, he found the minister 
sitting by the bedside fast asleep, with his 
grey head resting on the side of the pillow, 
and his right arm outstretched over the 
counterpane above the still slumbering 
child. At the sound of Solomon's en- 
trance, however, Mr. Lorraine awoke at 
once, rubbed his eyes, and looked in a 
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dazed way around him ; then his eyes fell 
upon the infant, and bis face grew bright as 
sunshine. 

* Bless me, meenister ! Hae ye been 
watching here a' nicht ?' 

' I fell to sleep/ was the reply, * and I 
was dreaming, Solomon, such bonnie 
dreams ! I thought that I was up yonder 
among the angels, and that one of them 
came to me with a face I well remember— 
ah, so bright ! — and put a little bairn — 
this bairn — ^into my arms ; and then, as I 
held the pretty one, a thousand voices sang 
an old Scotch song, the " Land o' the Leal.'* 
Dear me ! — and it is nearly daybreak, I 
suppose ?' 

Solomon did not reply in words, but, 
pulling up the blind, showed the outer 
world still dark, but trembling to the first 
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dim rays of wintry dawn, while snow was 
thickly felling, and the garden was covered 
Avith a sheet of virgin white. The minister 
rose shivering, for the air was bitter cold ; 
his limbs, too, were stiff and chilly. 

' What's, to be done now ?' asked 
Solomon gloomily. *I maun awa' an' 
feenish the grave, but Mysie will be here 
at six/ 

' I will watch until Mysie comes,' an- 
swered Mr. Lorraine ; then, bending over 
the bed, he continued : ^ See, Solomon, my 
man, how soundly she sleeps, and how 
pretty she looks !' 

Solomon gnmted, and moved towards 
the door. 

' Will I put on the parritch mysel* ?' he 
demanded.. * Ye maun be wanting some- 
thing after sic a night.' 
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* Nothing, nothing. Go on to the kirk- 
yard/ 

An hour later, when the old woman ap- 
peared, having let herself in by a key at the 
back door, she was at once apprised of the 
situation. Having learned by old habit to 
keep her thoughts to herself, and being of 
kindly disposition, and the mother of a 
large grown-up femily, she at once, without 
questioning, entered upon her duties as 
nurse. The child having wakened, crying, 
she took it up in her arms and hushed it 
upon her bosom, where it soon became still ; 
then, passing to the kitchen, she warmed 
some new milk, and fed it with a spoon. 

The minister looked on with a puzzled 
smile. 

* See, sir,' she said, ^ hoo she tak's the 
milk frae the coo ! She's been rearit by 
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hand, and has never tasted the briest ; but 
without a bottle to drink frae shell never 
leeve.' 

By this time day had broken ; and when 
he had seen the child comfortably cared for, 
the minister put on his cloak and walked 
forth to make inquiries. He found the air 
still thick with snow, which lay ankle-deep 
upon the ground, and all the lonely land- 
scape wore that infinitely forlorn and 
dreary aspect which only comes in time 
of winter storm. In the distance, inland, 
the hills loomed white and dim; snow 
covered the fields and draped the hedges 
and. leafless trees; and snow was drifted 
knee-deep on the leeward side of the ice- 
bound road. Passing up townward, he 
reached the few scattered cottages on the 
skirts of the village, and met several ferm 
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labourers going sleepily to work. From 
them he could gather no information, and 
he repeated his inquiries from door to door 
with the same result. 

The village consisted of one straggling 
street with numerous small cottages, a few 
poverty-stricken shops, and a one-storied 
tavern. Jock Steven, who kept the latter, 
was standing on the threshold with a 
drowsy stare, having just thrown open the 
door ; and on questioning him Mr, Lorraine 
gained his first and only piece of informa- 
tion. A woman, a stranger to the place, 
had entered the inn over night, carrpng 
an infant underneath her shawl, and had 
asked for a glass of milk, which she had 
drunk hastily and flitted away — ^like a 

ghost. Her &ce was partially hidden, but 
Jock was certain that she was a stranger. 
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Stay ! yes, there was something more. She 
had inquired for the manse, and the inn- 
keeper had pointed out the direction of the 
church and the minister's abode. 

Further inquiries up and down the 
village elicited no further infonnation. 
Several othier individuals had seen the 
stranger, but none knew her, and little at- 
tention had been paid her. Mr. Lorraine 
was more and more puzzled. It seemed 
quite clear, however, that the woman had 
come thither of set purpose and by no mere 
accident, and that her intention had been to 
abandon her infent, leaving it under the 
minister's protection. Who could she be ? 
What wind of utter despair had wafted her 
to that place, of all places, and to Kia door, of 
all doors ? He racked his brain to think 
of any one of his parishioners whom he 
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could conneict with the mystery, but the 
attempt was useless. Then with a shudder 
of horror he thought of the words of the 
paper which Solomon had foimd pinned to 
the child's garment. By that time, in all 
probability, the body of the wretched 
mother was lying at the bottom of Annan 
Water, while her sinful soul was face to face 
with its Eternal Judge. 

Perplexed and weary, the good man 
trotted back to the manse. Here, in the 
rudely furnished kitchen, he found a bright 
fire burning, his breakfast ready, and Mysie 
seated by the ingleside with the child in her 
lap, in voluble conversation with the old 
sexton. 

In answer to their eager questions, he 
only shook his head; then sitting down 
at the wooden table, he took his simple 
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meal of oatmeal-porridge, with tea and bread 
to follow. 

' Have you finished the grave, Solomon ?' 
he asked presently. 

' I hae feenished the grave/ answered 
Solomon, * and I wish the wicked hizzie, 
the mither o' that bairn, was lying in it, 
though I sair misdoot she's nae Chris- 
tian cratur\ May the deil grip her and 
punish her for bringing her iU deeds to oor 
door!' 

* Hush, Solomon !' said Mr. Lorraine ; ^ it 
is not for us to pass judgment upon her, 
or wish her harm. Perhaps, after all, she 
is more sinned against than sinning. God 
help her, and I forgive her, whoever she 
isr 

Solomon shook his head savagely, and 
grunted in deprecation. 
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^ It's a crying shame, and a scandal to 
the parish !' he exclaimed. ' We canna keep 
the bairn!' 

' We shall keep her/ replied the minister 
thoughtfully. ^ As I told you before, Solo* 
mon, my man, I begin to see the hand of 
God in this. If, as I fear, and as she has 
threatened, the miserable woman has de- 
stroyed herself, we must sooner or later dis- 
cover who and what she is ; but till then I 
must accept the sacred trust.' 

^It's the way wi' them a', meenister,' 
cried the sexton stubbornly. ' They im* 
pose upon you, kenning your heart is owre 
tender.' 

Mr. Lorraine smiled gently as he re- 
sponded : 

' I am glad that they think so well of 
me. I should have a hard heart indeed if I 
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had neither love nor pity for this mother- 
less bairn/ 



The wretched mother, whoever she was, 
had indeed chosen wisely when she had 
resolved, while determining to abandon her 
infant, to leave it at the gentle minister's 
door. Days passed, and in spite of Solo- 
mon's protestations, it was still an inmate of 
the manse. Mysie Simpson miderstood the 
rearing process well, and since the child, as 
she had surmised, had never known the 
breast, it throve well upon * the bottle.' The 
minister went and came lightly, as if the 
burthen of twenty years had been taken 
from his shoulders ; had it ii^deed been his 
own offspring he could not have been more 
anxious or more tender. And Solomon 
Mucklebackit, despite his assumption of 
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sternness and indignation, was secretly 
sympathetic. He, too, had a tender comer 
in his heart, which the child's innocent 
beauty did not fail to touch. 

Of course, this extraordinary affair at 
once became the talk of the parish, as Solo- 
mon had predicted, and there were not 
wanting evil tongues to say that the old 
minister had good reasons for accepting the 
office of foster-father and protector. Of the 
passing scandal, which no one really be- 
lieved, but which was passed freely enough 
from mouth to mouth, Mr. Lorraine heard 
nothing ; but Solomon heard it, and was 
righteously indignant. However, Solomon 
was a wight of stubborn disposition, and 
the reflections on his master's character only 
succeeded in making him a partizan of the 
pretty cause of them all. Before a week 
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liad passed he had begun to exhibit a sort 
of self-satisfied paternity very curious to 
observe. 

One morning, some seven or eight days 
after the arrival of the infant, when the 
storms had blown themselves hoarse, and a 
dull black thaw had succeeded the falling 
and drifting snow, news came to the manse 
that the body of a woman had been found 
lying on the brink of the Annan, just where 
its waters meet the wide sands of the Sol- 
way, and mingle with the salt streams of 
the ocean tide. Greatly agitated, Mr. Lor- 
raine mounted his pony, and at once rode 
along the lonely highway which winds 
through the flat reaches of the Moss. 
Arriving close to the great sands, he was 
directed to a disused outbuilding or bam, 
belonging to a large sea-facing farm, and 
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standing some hundred yards above high 
water-mark. A group of fishermen and 
peasant men and women were clustered at 
the door; at his approach the men lifted 
their hats respectfully, and the women 
courtesied. 

On making inquiries, the minister learnt 
that the body had been discovered at day- 
break by some salmon fishers, when netting 
the river that morning's tide. They had at 
once given the alarm, and carried ' it ' up 
to the dilapidated barn where it was then 
lying. 

The bam was without a door, and par- 
tially roofless. Day - and night the salt 
spray of the ocean was blown upon it, 
encrusting its black sides with a species of 
filmy salt ; and fi'om the dark raft;ers and 
down the broken walls clung slimy weeds 



56 . ANNAN WATER. 

and mosses ; and over it a pack of sea-gulls 
wheeled and screamed. 

The minister took off his hat and entered 
in bareheaded. 

Stretched upon the earthen floor was 
what seemed at first rather a shapeless mass 
than a human form ; a piece of coarse tar- 
paulin was placed over it, covering it from 
head to foot. Grently and reverently, Mr. 
Lorraine drew back a corner of the tarpaulin 
and revealed to view the disfigured linea- 
ments of what had once been a living face ; 
but though the features were changed and 
unrecognisable, and the eye sockets were 
empty of their shining orbs, and the mouth 
disfigured and hidden by foulness, the 
face was still set in a woman's golden 
hair. 

With the horror deep upon him, the 
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minister trembled and prayed. Then, draw- 
ing the covering still lower, he caught a 
glimpse of a delicate hand clutched as in 
the agonies of death ; and sparkling on 
the middle finger thereof was a slender 
ring of gold. 

* God forgive me !' he murmured to him- 
self; * if this is the mother of the child, I 
did her a cruel wrong.' 

He stood gazing and praying for some 
time, his eyes dim with sympathetic tears ; 
then, after replacing the covering reverently, 
he turned away and passed through the 
group which clustered, watching him, at the 
door. 

The day following there was a simple 
funeral, in a solitary burial-place, seldom 
used, and lying within a short distance of 
the spot Avhere the body was found. Mr, 
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Lorraine defrayed the expenses out of his 
own pocket, saw that everything was 
decently though simply arranged, and him- 
self read the beautiful burial service over 
the coffin. He had now no doubt in his 
mind that the drowned woman was the 
mother of the infant left under his care, 
and that by destroying herself she had 
simply carried out her desperate deter- 
mination. 

All attempts to identify her, however, 
continued without avail. Inquiries were 
made on every side, advertisements inserted 
in the local newspapers, without the 
slightest result ; no one came forward to 
give, any information. But by this time 
the minister's mind was quite made up. He 
would keep the child, and, with God's bless- 
ing, rear her as his own ; he would justify 
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the unhappy mother^s dependence on his 
charity and loving-kindness. 

So it came to pass that late in the 
gloaming of the old bachelor's life the cry 
of a child was heard in the lonely house ; 
and somehow or other, despite Solomon 
Mucklebackit's prognostications, the house 
became brighter and merrier for the sound. 
Solomon himself soon fell under the spell, 
and when a little warm with whisky he 
would allude to the child, with a comic 
sense of possession, as ' oor bairn.' 

At last, one day, there was a quiet christ- 
ening in the old kirk, where Mr. Lorraine 
had oflSiciated so many years. Mysie held 
the infant in her arms, while Solomon stood 
at hand blinking through his horn spectacles, 
and the minister performed the simple 
ceremony. 
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After long and tender deliberation the 
minister had fixed upon a name, which he 
now gave to the poor little castaway, who 
had neither father nor mother, nor any other 
kinsfolk in the world after whom she could 
be called. 

He christened her Marjorie Annan. 

Marjorie, after that other beloved Marjorie, 
who had long before joined — or so he 
dreamed — the bright celestial band ; Annan, 
after that troubled water wherein the miser- 
able mother had plunged and died. 



CHAPTER IV. 



MARJORIE ANNAN. 



On a bright morning of eariy spring, be- 
tween sixteen and seventeen years after the 
events described in the first chapters of this 
story, a golden-haired young girl might 
have been seen tripping down the High 
Street of the market town of Dumfiies. 
Her dress was prettily if not over-fashion- 
ably cut, a straw hat shaded her bright 
blue eyes, and her boots and gloves were 
those of a lady. Under her arm she 
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carried several books — school books, to all 
intents and purposes. 

By her side, talking to her eagerly, was 
a young man about three years her 
senior. 

From time to time as she tripped along 
with her conipanion she had to stop and 
exchange words with passers-by who 
greeted her by name ; and from many of 
the shop doors and windows friendly heads 
nodded and bright faces beamed. It Was 
clear that she was well known in the little 
town, and a general favourite. Indeed, 
there were few of the residents within a 
radius of ten miles round Dumfries who 
did not know something of Marjorie Annan, 
the foster-child and adopted daughter of 
Mr. Lorraine. 

Her companion, John Sutherland, was 
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fair complexioned and very pale. He was 
plainly clad in a suit of dark tweed, and 
wore a wideawake hat. His whole aspect 
betokened delicate health, and there was a 
sad light in his large blue eyes which 
told of a thoughtful spirit lodging within. 
His manners were gentle and retiring in 
the extreme. 

^When did you come back, Johnnie?' 
Marjorie had asked after some previous 
conversation. ' 

* Last night, by the express from London,* 
answered the young man. * I^m going down 
to see the old folk to-night. Shall you be 
at the manse ?' 

Marjorie nodded, smiling gaily. 

*And how did you like London?' she 
demanded. ^ Did you see the Queen ? and 
Westminster Abbey? and did you 



6^ ANNAN WATER, 

the great Tabernacle to hear Spurgeon 
preach?' 

* No, Marjorie, My tune was short, and 
most of my spare time was spent among 
the pictm-es ; but when I saw them, thou- 
sands upon thousands of masterpieces, it 
made me despair of ever becoming a painter. 
I thought to myself, maybe it would be 
better after all to bide at home, and stick 
to weaving like my father/ 

As he spoke, Marjorie paused at the 
comer of a quiet street, and held out her 
hand. 

^ I must go to my lesson. Good-bye !' 

* How are you going down ? By the 
waggonette ?' 

* Yes, Johnnie/ 

* So am I ; so we can go together. Grood-^ 
bye till then !' 
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And with a warm squeeze of the hand 
the young man walked away. Marjorie 
stood looking after him for a moment with a 
pleasant smile ; then she turned and walked 
down the street. She had not many yards 
to go before she paused before a dingy- 
looking house, on the door of which was a 
brass plate with the inscription : 

M. Li:oN Caussidi^be, 

Professor of Langtmges. 

She rang the bell, and the door was 
opened almost immediately by a Scotch 
servant in petticoat and short gown, who 
greeted her with a familiar smile. Answer- 
ing the smile with a friendly nod, Marjorie 
tripped along the lobby, and knocked at 
an inner door, which stood ajar. A clear 

VOL. I. 5 



66 ANNAN WATER. 

musical voice, with an unmistakably foreign 
accent, cried, ^ Come in,' and she entered. 

The room was a plainly furnished parlour, 
at the centre table of which a young man 
sat writing. The table was littered with 
writing materials, books, and journals, 
and on a smaller table in the window 
recess was another table, also strewn with 
books. 

The young man, who was smoking a 
cigarette, looked up as Marjorie entered. 

* Ah, it is you. Mademoiselle Marjorie !' 
he exclaimed, smiling pleasantly. *I did 
not expect you so early, and I was just 
smoking my cigarette. You do not mind 
the smoke ? No ? Then, with your per- 
mission, I wiU smoke on.' 

He spoke English' fluently, though his 
accent was unmistakable, and his pronuncia- 
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tion of certain words peculiar. Personally, 
he was tall and handsome, with black hair 
worn very long, black moustache, and clean- 
shaven chin. His forehead was high and 
thoughtful, his eyes bright but sunken/ his 
complexion swarthy. He was dressed 
shabbily, but somewhat showily, in a coat 
of brown velvet, shirt with turn-down 
collar loose at the throat, and a crimson tie 
shapen like a true-lover's knot. He carried 
a pince-nez^ secured to his person by a 
piece of elastic, disused while writing or 
reading, but fixed on the nose at other 
times. Through this pince-nez he now 
regarded Margorie with a very decided look 
of admiration. 

*I came early, monsieur/ said MarjoriCy 
^ becau&e I cannot come in the afternoon. I 
am going home, and I shall not be back ii^- 

5—2 
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Dumfries till Monday. Csai yoa give me 
my lesson now^ please ?' 

* Certainly,' answered the Frenchman. 
* I was only writing my French correspon- 
dence, but I can finish that when you are 
gone. Will you sit there, mademoiselle, in 
the armchair ? No ? Then in this other ? 
We will begin at once.' 

Marjorie sat down and opened her books. 
The Frenchman, taking the armchair she 
had refused, regarded her quietly and 
keenly. 

* Now read, if you please,' he said, with a 
wave of the hand. ^ Begin — where you left 
off yesterday.* 

Marjorie obeyed, and read aloud in a 
clear voice fix)m an easy French reading- 
book. From time to time the teacher in- 
terrupted her^ correcting her pronunciation. 
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* You advance, mademoiselle/ he said 
presently. * Ah, yes, you are so quick, so 
intelligent. Now translate.' 

In this portion of her task also the girl 
acquitted herself well, and when she had 
finished, the young man nodded approv- 
ingly. 

^ Now let us converse — in French, if you 
please.' 

But here Marjorie was at a loss, not 
knowing what to talk about. She finally 
took the weather as a topic, and advanced 
the proposition that it was a very fine day, 
but that there would soon be rain. Her 
master responded, and, urged to higher 
flights of imagination, Marjorie hoped that 
it would not rain till she reached home, as 
the public waggonette in which she was to 
travel was an open one, and she did not 
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want to get wet. In this brilliant strain 
the conversation proceeded, Marjorie stum- 
bling over the construction of her sentences, 
and getting very puzzled over the other's 
voluble answers when they extended to any 
length. But at last the lesson was over, 
and the teacher expressed himself well 
pleased. 

' And now,' he said, with a smile, *we will 
talk the English again before you go. Will 
you tell me something more about yourself, 
mademoiselle? I have seen you so often, 
and yet I know so little. For myself, I am 
almost a recluse, and go about not at all. 
Tell me, then, about yourself, your guar- 
dian, your home.' 

' I don't know what to tell you, monsieur,' 
answered Marjorie. 

* Call me not *' monsieur," but " Mon- 
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sieur Leon." " Monsieur " is so formal — 
so cold/ 

* Monsieur L6on.' 

' That is better. Now answer me, if 
you please. You have no fether, no 
mother T 

The girl's eyes filled with tears. 

' No, monsieur * 

* Monsieur L^on. ' 

* No, Monsieur L^on.' 

* Ah, that is sad — sad to be an orphan, 
alone in the world! I myself have no 
father, but I have a mother whom I adore. 
And you live with your guardian always ?' 

' Yes, monsieur — Monsieur L^on. He i^ 
my guardian and my foster-fiither ; and 
Solomon is my foster-fiither too.* 

' Solomon ?' 

^ Solomon is our clerk and sexton. He 
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Uves in the manse. He was Uving there 
when the minister found me, nearly seven- 
teen years ago/ 

The young Frenchman had arisen, and 
stood facing Marjorie Annan. 

^ Ah, yes, I have heard !' he said. * And 
you have dwelt all these years, mignoiine^ 
alone with those two old men ?' 

' Yes, Monsieur L^on.' 

^ It is terrible — ^it is not right ! You, 
who are so young and pretty ; they, who are 
so old and dreary! And you have never 
seen the world — ^never travelled from your 
native land ! Never ? You have lived in 
a desert, you have never known what it is 
to live ! But you are a child, and it is not 
too late. You will see the world some day, 
will you not ? You will find some one to 
love you, to care for you, and you will bid 
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adieu to this tmte Scotland, once and for 
ever !' 

As he spoke, very volubly, he bent his 
face close to hers, smiling eagerly, while his^ 
breath touched her cheek. She blushed 
slightly, and drooped her eyes for a mo- 
ment j then she looked up quite steadily, 
and said : 

^I should not care to leave my home. 
Mr. Lorraine took me to Edinburgh once, 
but I soon wearied, and was glad to come 

back to Annandale/ 

* Edinburgh!' cried Monsieur L^on, with 

a contemptuous gesture. *A city where 
the sun never shines, and it rains, six days 

» 

out of the seven, what you call a Scotch 
mist ! You should see my country, la belle 
France^ and Paris, the queen of the cities of 
the world ! There all is light and gay ; it 
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is Paradise on earth. Would you not 
like to see Paris, Mademoiselle Mar- 
jorie T 

^ Yes, monsieur, maybe I should,' replied 
Maijorie ; ^ but I'm not caring much for the 
town. But I was forgetting something, 
though,* she added. ' Mr. Lorraine told me 
to give you this.' 

So saying, she drew forth a small silk 
purse, and drawing thence two sovereigns, 
placed them on the table. 

' Put them back in your purse, if you 
please.' 

' But I have not paid you anything, and 
I owe you for ten lessons.' 

^ Never mind that, mademoiselle,' an- 
swered the Frenchman. ' Some other time, 
if you insist, but not to-day. It is reward 
enough for me to have such a pupil. Take 
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the money and buy yourself a keepsake to 
remind you of me.' 

But Marjorie shook her little head firmly 
as she answered : 

' Please do not ask me. Monsieur L^on. 
My guardian would be very angry, and he 
sent me the money to pay you.' 

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders. 

' Well, as you please ; only I would not 
have you think that I teach you for the 
money's sake — ah, no ! You have brought 
light and sunshine to my heart in my exile; 
when you come I forget my sorrows, and 
when you go away I am full of gloom. Ah, 
you smile, but it is true !' 

^ Good-bye, now, Monsieur L^on,' said 
Marjorie, movmg towards the door, for she 
felt embarrassed and almost Mghtened by 
the ardent looks of her teacher. 
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^ Grood-bye ! You will come again on 
Monday, will you not ?' 

* Yes, Monsieur L^on.' 

And Marjorie left the room and passed 
out into the sunny street. 

Left to himself, the Frenchman threw 
himself into his chair, and covering his eyes 
with his delicate white hands, seemed to 
reflect deeply for some minutes. When he 
looked up again his eyes were full of eager, 
passionate light. 

' How pretty she is — ^how pure and sweet !' 
he murmured to himself m his own tongue. 
* Though she is a child, she has brought me 
to her feet ; and I, who used to say that I 
was sick of love, anji cared only for Liberty 
and France ! Every day that I look upon 
her I love her more. And she ? Does she 
care for me, her teacher ? Will she listen if 
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I ask her to leave this gloomy land, and fly 
with me to a merrier home? The great 
change grows near — soon, perhaps, I shall 
be no longer in exile — I can return, and I 
will not return cloned 




CHAPTER V. 



HOMEWARD BOUND. 

The public waggonette in which Marjorie 
was to journey home ran daily between 
Dumfries and Annanmouth, a small seaside 
viUage much frequented in summer for its 
sea-bathing, and passed within half-a-mile 
of Mr. Lorraine's abode, which was just six 
Scots miles away from Dumfries itself. The 
starting-place was the Bonnie Jean Com- 
mercial Inn, an establishment said to have 
been much patronized by the poet Bums 
during his residence^^in the south of Scot- 
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land ; and Hther Marjorie, after leaving her 
tutor, proceeded without delay. 

The waggonette stood waiting at the door, 
and on the threshold — smiling, smart, and 
spruce — ^were the Misses Dalrymple, Maggie 
and Annie, the two severe maidens who 
kept the inn. Miss Maggie was about forty- 
five years of age. Miss Annie about forty ; 
both were somewhat grim and aquiline of 
feature, but simple, hospitable, and kindly* 
Miss Maggie dressed severely in sober 
colours, with little or no ornament of any 
kind ; but Miss Annie, presuming upon 
her greater youthfulness, affected cheerful 
embellishments, had always a light ker- 
chief in her bosom, and gay ribbons in her 
cap. 

At Maijorie's appearance their features, 
grew radiant with Mendliness. 
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« You're jest in time, Marjorie!' cried 
Miss Maggie. * Tarn has gane doun for the 
post bag/ 

' Come awa' ben/ said Miss Annie ; 'you'll 
tak' something before you gang/ 

So saying, they led her into a cosy parlour 
behind the bar or office, wherein the sisters 
presided over the hotel books and made up 
their accounts. Over the parlour mantel- 
piece was a picture in oil of Robert Bums, 
taken at the period of his physical decline, 
and looking worn, weary, and old ; and in 
a small glass frame below was a kind of posy 
made of dried flowers, meadow grass, and 
ferns, with the inscription :— ' Gath&red at 
Mauchline^ JvLy^ 18 — .' 

The two good ladies placed Marjorie in 
the arm-chair, and while pljmag her with 
questions, and amusing her with local gossip, 
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looked at her with undisguised admiration ; 
for they were not so sour of disposition as 
to regard a pretty face, even in one of theii^ 
own sex, with anything but sympathetic 
admiration. Presently, after general topics 
were disposed of, Miss Annie said : 

* Hae ye seen Johnnie Sutherland yet ? 
He's back frae London/ 

* Yes ; and he's going down in the wag- 
gonette,' answered Marjorie. 

Miss Annie exchanged a hurried glance 
with her sister, and smiled on Marjorie. 

* He's a good lad and a clever,' she ex- 
claimed. * I mind the time when he and you 
gaed decking thegither to the school. Dae 
ye mind that, Marjorie ?' 

* I mind it fine/ answered Marjorie, with 
a slight blush. ' He was very good to 
me, and ofl;en helped me with my lessons.^ 

VOL. I. 6 
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' And he wad draw yer picture all over 
his books! — dae ye mind that'i Eh, 
Marjorie, he was awfii' fond o' ye when 
a baim, and I'm thinking he's fonder 
o* ye noo he's a man/ 

* Aye is he/ said Miss Maggie, with 
an affirmative nod of the head. 

' He's like my own brother,' replied 
Marjorie simply. 

The ladies of the inn exchanged another 
glance ; then Miss Annie changed the 
subject. 

* And hoo are ye getting on wi' the 
French, Marjorie ? He's a strange man, 
yon Frenchman, and the toon's talk. 
They're saying he wad be rich if he 
had his rights, but that the Emperor has 
banished him frae France on account o' 
Ms poleetical opimons.' 
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* Yes, he has told me so/ replied 
Marjorie. *I like him very much, he is 
so clever and so kind/ 

* He hasna manv scholars/ said Miss 
Maggie thoughtfully, ^and most o' them 
he has are lads. Hoo came yoa to gang 
till him, Marjorie T 

'I wanted to learn the French, and 
Mr. Lorraine saw his name in the paper, 
so it was settled that I should go to 
him for an hour a day, four days a 
week/ 

At this moment Tam the driver ap- 
peared at the door, announcing that the 
waggonette was about to start ; and 

Marjorie, after a kiss from each of the 
sisters, hastened to take her place. The 
vehicle was drawn by two powerftil horses, 
and could accommodate a dozen passen- 

6—2 
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gers inside and one more on the seat 
of the driver ; but to-day there were only 
a few going-three famiers and their 
wives, a sailor on his way home from 
sea, and a couple of female £irm ser- 
vants who had come in to the spring 
* hiring.' All these had taken their seats, 
but John Sunderland stood by the trap 
waiting to hand Marjorie in. She stepped 
in and took her place, and the young 
man found a seat at her side, when the 
driver took the reins and mounted to 
his seat, and with waves and smiles from 
the Misses Dalrymple, and a cheer from 
$1 very small boy on the pavement, away 
they went 

The highway ran out of the market 
town until it reached sunny fields, where 
the com was sprouting, and the larks 
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were singing, past pleasant stretches of 
meadow, quiet clumps of woodland, com- 
fortable farms, with glimpses all along of 
the distant mountains of Kirkcudbright- 
shire, and occasional peeps of the waters 
of the Sol way 5 sparkling- in the sunlight. 
Tam the driver chatted merrily with his 
passengers as he cracked his whip and 
rattled along, and had a nod and a 
greeting for the driver of every vehicle 
that passed, whether it was a slow country 
waggon, or a doctor's smart dog-cart, 
or a minister's wife driving her pony* 
chaise. Meanwhile John Sutherland and 
Marjorie talked in a low voice together 
of old times; the girl happy, uncon- 
strained, and little conscious of the ad- 
miration in the young man's earnest eyes. 
At last they reached the cross-roads 
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where John and Marjorie were to alight. 
They leapt out, and pursued their way 
on foot, the young man carrying a small 
hand valise, Marjorie still holding her 
school-books underneath her arm. 

How still and bright it was, that 
afternoon of early spring ! How fresh 
was the air, how blue and peaceful the 
quiet sky ! Their way lay along a quiet 
coimtry road, the banks of which were 
sprinkled thick with speedwells and prim- 
roses, while the hedges were tangled with 
wild rose-bushes just preparing to bloom. 
Often in after years, when trouble came, 
John Sutherland thought of that happy 
walk, of his own blissful thoughts and 
dreams, and of the pretty figure tripping 
so gracefully and talking so pleasantly 
by his side ! 
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Presently they came to a two-arched 
bridge which spanned the Annan. They 
paused just above the keystone. The 
young man rested his valise on the 
mossy wall, and both looked thoughtfully 
down at the flowing stream. A heron 
which was playing Narcissus in a pool 
twenty yards below the bridge, standing 
with crooked neck in solenm contempla- 
tion of his own blue shade, opened his 
great wings leisurely and flitted slowly 
away. 

* It's many a long year, Marjorie, since 
we first stood here. I was a bare-footed 
callant, you were a wean scarce able to run; 
and now I'm a man, and youVe almost a 

woman. Yet there's the Annan beneath us, 

» 

the same as ever, and it will be the same 
when we're both old — always the same.' 
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Marjorie turned her head away, and her 
eyes were dim with tears. 

* Come away/ she said ; * I cannot bear to 
look at it ! Whenever I watch the Annan 
I seem to see my mother's drowned fece 
keeking up at me out of the quiet water/ 

The young man drew closer to her, and 
gently touched her hand. 

^ Don't greet, Marjorie!' he murmured 
softly ; * your poor mother's at peace with 
God.' 

* Yes, Johnnie, I ken that,' answered the 
girl in a broken voice ; * but it's sad, sad, to 
have neither kith nor kin, and to remember 
the way my mother died — aye, and not 
even to be able to guess her name ! Whiles 
I feel very lonesome, when I think it all 
o er. 

' And no wonder I But you have those 
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that love you dearly, for all that There's 
not a lady in the country more thought of 
than yourself, and wherever your bonnie 
face has come it has brought comfort.' 

As he spoke he took her hand in his own, 
and looked at her very fondly ; but her own 
gaze was &r away, following her wistful 
thoughts. 

' You're all very good to me,' she said 
presently, ' Mr, Lorraine, and Solomon, and 
all my friends ; but, for all that, I miss my 
own kith and kin.' 

He bent his face close to hers, as he re- 
turned : 

^ Some day, Marjorie, you'll have a house 
and kin of your own, and then ' 

He paused blushing, for her clear, stead- 
fast eyes were suddenly turned full upon 
his face. 
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' What do you mean, Johnnie ?' 

*I mean that you'll maybe marry, 
and ' 

Brightness broke through the cloud, and 
Marjorie smiled. 

'Marry? Is it me? It's early in the 
day to think of that^ at seventeen !' 

' Other young lasses think of it, Marjorie, 
and so must you. Our Agnes married last 
Martinmas, and she was only a year older 
than yourself.* 

Marjorie shook her head, then her face 

# 

grew sad again, as her eyes feU upon Annan 
water. 

* I'm naebody's bairn,' she cried, * and 
shall be naebody's wife, Johnnie.' 

* Don't say that, Marjorie,' answered 
Sutherland, still holding her hand and 
pressing it fondly. ' There's one that loves 
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you dearer than anything else in all the 
world/ 

She looked at him again steadfastly, 
while his face flushed scarlet. 

' I know you love me, Johnnie, as if you 
were my own brother/ 

^ More than ihat^ Marjorie — ^more a thou- 
sand times !' the young man continued pas- 
sionately. ' Ah ! it has been on my mind a 
thousand times to tell you how much. 
Ever since we were little lass and lad 
you've been the one thought and dream of 
my life; and if I've striven hard and 
hoped to become a painter, it has all 
been for love of ycm. I know . my folk 
are poor, and that in other respects I'm 
not a match for you, who have been 
brought up as a lady, but there will 
be neither peace nor happiness for me in 
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this world unless you consent to become 

my wife/ 

As he continued to speak she had become 
more and more and more surprised and 
startled. The sudden revelation of what so 
many people knew, but which she herself 
had never suspected, came upon her as a 
shock of sharp pain ; so that when he ceased, 
trembling and confused by the vehemence 
of his own confession, she was quite pale, 
and all the light seemed to have gone out of 
her beautiful eyes as she repUed : 

' Don't talk like that ! You're not serious ! 
Your wife ! I shall be " naebody's wife" as 
I said, but surely, surely not yours.' 

'Why not mine, Marjorie?' he cried, 
growing pale in turn. ' I'll work day and 
night, I'll neither rest nor sleep until I have 
a home fit for you ! You shall be a lady ! — 
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Marjorie, tell me you care for me, and 
will make me happy !' 

* I do care for you, Johnnie ; I care for 
you so much that I can't hear to hear you 
talk as you have done. You have been like 
my own brother, and now ' 

* And now I want to be something nearer 
and dearer. Marjorie, speak to me ; at least 
tell me you're not angry !' 

* Angry with you, Johnnie ?' she replied, 
smiling again, and giving him both 
hands. * As if I could be ! But you must 
be very good, and not speak of it 



again.' 



She disengaged herself and moved slowly 
across the bridge. He lifted his valise and 
followed her anxiously. 

* I know what it is/ he said sadly, as they 
went on side by side together. ' You think 
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I'm too poor, and you would be ashamed of 
my folk/ 

She turned her head and gazed at him in 
mild reproach. 

* Oh, how can you think so hardly of me ? 
I love your mother and fiither as if they 
were my own ; and as for your being poor, 
I shouldn't like you at all if you were rich. 
But,' she added gently, * I like you as my 

brother best/ 

' K I could be always even that I should 
not mind; but no, Marjorie, you're too 
bonnie to bide alone, and if any other man 
came and took you from me, it would break 
my heart/ 

* What nonsense you talk V she exclaimed, 
smiling again. * As if any other man would 
care. If I were twenty, it would be time 
enough to talk like that; but at seventeen 
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— Oh, Johnnie, you almost make me 
laugh !' 

' Tell me one thing,' he persisted ; ^ tell 
me you don't like any one better than you 
like me/ 

' I don't like any one half so well, except, 
except — Mr. Lorraine.' 

* You are sure, Marjorie ?' 

* Quite sure.' 

* Then 111 bide my time and wait.' 

By this time the village was in sight, and 
they were soon walking along the main 
street, which was as sleepy and deserted as 
usual. Even at the tavern door not a soul 
was to be seen; but the landlord's face 
looked out from behind the window pane 
with a grim nod of greeting. A few hojises 
beyond the inn, Sutherland paused close to a 
F»mall one- storied cottage, in front of which 
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was a tiny garden, laid out in pansy 
beds. 

' Will you come in, Marjorie T he asked 
doubtfully. 

Marjorie nodded and snnled, and without 
another word he opened the garden gate, 
crossed the walk, and led the way into the 
interior of the cottage. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE weaver's cottage. 



As they entered the door a loud humming 
sound came upon their ears, mingled with 
the sound of voices. Turning to the right, 
they foimd themselves on the threshold of a 
room, half parlour, half kitchen, at one end 
of which was a large loom, where an elderly 
man, of grave and somewhat careworn 
aspect, was busily weaving. Seated on a 
chair close to him was a girl of about four- 
teen, dressed in the ordinary petticoat and 
short gown, and reading aloud from a book. 
VOL. I. 7 
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At the other end of the room, where there 
was an open ingle and a fire, an elderly 
matron was cooking. 

Suddenly there was an exclamation from 
the latter, who was the first to perceive the 
entrance of the newcomers. 

'Johnnie!' she cried, holding out her- 
arms; and in another moment she had 
folded her son in her embrace, and was 
kissing him fondly. 

The young girl rose smiling, book in 
hand ; the man ceased his weaving, but 
remained quite still in his chair. 

* Yes, here I am, mother ; and IVe 
brought company, as you see!' 

' Hoo's a' wi' ye, Marjorie ?' cried the 
matron, holding out her hand. *It's a 
treat to see your bonnie fece. Sit ye down 
by the fire !' 
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' Is that my son ?' said the weaver, in a 
deep musical voice, but without turning his 
head. His infirmity was now apparent— he 
was stone blind. 

John Sutherland walked across the room, 
gave his sister a passing kiss, and placed 
his hand affectionately on the old man's 
shoulder. 

* It's yoursel', my lad ! I ken you noo. 
I feel your breat|i about me! What way 
did ye no write to tell us you were on the 
road hame ?' 

*I was not sure until the last moment 
that I could start so soon, but I jumped into 
the train last night, and down I came.' 

* Who's alang wi' you ?' asked the weaver, 
smiling. ' I'll wager it's Marjorie Annan!' 

* Yes, Mr. Sutherland,' answered Mar- 
jorie, crossing the room and joining the 

7—2 
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little group. * I met Johnnie in Dumfries, 
and we came home together.' 

The weaver nodded his head gently, and 
the smile on his fece lightened into loving 
sweetness. 

* Stand close side by side/ he said, * while 
I tak' a long look at baith o' ye.' 

' While you look at us !' echoed Marjorie, 
in surprise. 

'Aye, and what for no? Dinna think, 
because my bodily e'en are blind, that I 
canna see weel wi' the e'en o' my soul ! Aye, 
there you stand, lass and lad — my boy John, 
and Marjorie Annan ; baith fitir, baith wi' 
blue e'en ; John prood and glad, and Mar- 
jorie blushing by his side ; and I see what 
you canna see — a light all roond and abune 
ye, coming oot o' the golden gates o' 
Heaven { * Stand still a wee and hark ! Do 
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ye hear naething? Aye, but / can hear! 
A sound like kirkbells ringing far awa'.' 

As he spoke he sat with shining face, as 
if he indeed gazed on the sweet vision he 
was describing. Marjorie grew red as fire, 
and cast down her eyes; for she was only 
too conscious of the old man's meaning, and, 
remembering what had taken place that day, 
she felt constrained and almost annoyed. 
John Sutherland shared her uneasiness, 
and to divert the conversation into another 
channel, he spoke to his young sister, who 
stood smiling close by. 

' What's the book in your hand, Jessie ? 
You were reading out loud to my father 
when we came in.' 

Jessie was about to reply, when \hQ old 
man answered for her : 

' It's jest Jamie Hogg's poems, John,' he 
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said. ' She was reading me yon bonnie 
ballant aboot Kilmeny : 

' *' Bonnie Kilmeny wentup the glen. 
But it wasna to meet Daneira's men, 
I^or the rosy monk o' the isle to see — 



For Kilmeny was pure as pore coald be." 

Pure and fair like Marjorie Annan* Mar- 
jorie, my bairn, I whiles think you maim 
hae talk'd wi' the fairy folk yoursel', for 
when ye speak, it's like a sweet, sweet soond 
frae the spirit warl/ 

^ Lord forfen, gudeman !' broke in Mrs. 
Sutherland superstitiously. 

But Marjorie, uneasy lest the old man's 
dreamy talk should again take an awk- 
ward turn, was determined to make her 
escape. 

' Good-bye now, Mr. Sutherland/ she 
said, taking his hand in hers, *I must 
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run home; Mr. Lorraine will be expect- 
ing me/ 

And before anyone could say a word to 
detain her, she was crossing the threshold 
of the cottage. Young Sutherland followed 
her as far as the garden gate. 

* Marjorie/ he said, ' I hope you re not 
angry ?' 

^ No, no,' she replied ; ' but I wish your 
father would not talk as if we were courting, 
Johnnie. It makes me feel so awkward, and 
you know it is not true.' 

' Old folk will talk/ said John Suther- 
land, ' and father only speaks out of the 
fulness of his heart. He is very fond of you, 
Marjorie !' 

^ I know that, and I of him — ^that is 
why it troubles me to hear him talk like 
that.' 
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There was a moment's pause; then 
Sutherland sadly held out his hand. 

^ Well, good-bye just now ! Ill be look- 
ing ye up at the manse !' 

' Good-bye !' she answered. * Come 
soon ! Mr. Lorraine will be so glad to see 
you.' 

So she hastened away, while Sutherland, 
with a sigh, stood looking after her. He 
had loved her so long and so silently, and 
now for the first time in his life he began 
to dread that she might not love him in 
return. To him, just then, it seemed as if 
all the world was darkened, the blue sky 
clouded, all the sweet spring weather 
touched with a wintry sense of fear. 

Their fiiendship had begun curiously 
enough. 

Sutherland's father, though only a poor 
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afflicted man, had thoughts far above his 
station, was self-educated, and well read in 
the literature of his country. He had 
composed, in the Scottish Doric, poems 
which were noticeable for plaintive beauty 
and delicacy of epithet, and when a young 
man he had published a volume ^ by 
subscription.' Articles had appeared in 
the leading journals highly eulogizing both 
his talents and his character, and in 
thousands of Lowland homes the name of 
* James Sutherland, the blind weaver poet,' 
was a household word. 

So he was a proud man, and had taken 
great pains with the education of his 
children, especially that of his favourite 
son. As a boy, John Sutherland was 
always better dressed than boys of his own 
station, who went barefoot and compara- 
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tively neglected, and went to the best 
schools available ; and at a very early age 
he had attracted the attention of the 
worthy minister of the parish. He had 
thus become acquainted with Mr. Lorraine's 
adopted daughter, who was brought up 
almost as a little lady, and speedily became 
attached to the weaver's quiet, bashful, 
gentle son, so different in his manners to 
the other children of the village. 

The friendship, begun in infancy, had 
lasted through early youth, until Marjorie 
almost regarded John Sutherland, to use 
her own expression, as a 'brother,' and 
when the day came for the youth's depar- 
ture to Glasgow University, where he was 
to complete his education, they had not 
separated without tears. 

Very early Sutherland had exhibited a 
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natural talent for drawing and painting, 
and during the three or four years he 
had spent in Glasgow he attended the 
art classes and cultivated his gift to the 
utmost. He drew well, and had a fine 
eye for colour, and it was the ambition of 
his life to become a painter by profession. 
Nowhere, perhaps, save in Scotland, would 
it have been possible for a young man with 
such small means at his command to cultivate 
his natural talents so thoroughly ; but he 
was patient, diligent, and self-sacrificing, 
and had worked wonders out of his scanty 
opportunites — so that, fi-om being a com- 
paratively fiiendless lad, he had risen high 
in the world's esteem, and had awakened 
the sympathy of many persons powerful in 
the domain of Art. 

He stood at the gate watching till Mar- 
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jorie disappeared ; then, with another heavy 
sigh, he turned back into the cottage. 

Meantime, Marjorie Annan hastened 
homewards, not a little troubled by the 
event of the morning. Fond as she was of 
her old playmate, she could not acknow- 
ledge to herself that his abrupt confession 
of love had awakened any response in her 
heart. On the contrary, it had startled 
and frightened her to a degree she could 
not have conceived possible. K, like other 
growing maids, she had sometimes dreamed 

of a lover, her ideal had certainly never 

taken the shape of poor John Sutherland. 
She looked upon him as a sort of humble 
friend, even a brother, but that was all. 
Though several years her senior, he seemed to 
her only a boy, and the idea of being courted 
by Aem, of all people in the world, was absurd. 
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Yet, child as she was, she had woman's 
wit enough to perceive that the young man 
was terribly in earnest, that the situation 
was a delicate one, and that for the future 
the relations between them would have to 
be more or less altered. John Sutherland, 
avowedly her lover, with the fiill sanction 
and earnest hope of his father and mother, 
was a diflFerent person from her old friend 
Johnnie, with whom she had no reserves, 
and whom she had all along regarded 
with the frank indifference of sisterly 
affection. ' 

Leaving the village behind her, she soon 
came in sight of the old church, and there, 
leaning over the church gate, was Solomon 
Mucklebackit, with hair white as snow, and 
a figure bent nearly double with old age. 
But, old as he was, and grim as ever, his face 
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brightened at Marjorie's coming, and his 
wrinkled cheeks were puckered up into the 
ghost of a smile. 

* Here I am at last/ said Marjorie, nod- 
ding affectionately to him. 

The ruling passion was still strong in 
Solomon, and he began to grumble. 

* An hour late/ he muttered ; * what kept 
ye, Marjorie? The meenister thought ye 
had missit the waggonette.' 

*I had a call to make in the village, 
Solomon.' 

* Weel, hurry in and get your tea before 
it's cauld,* returned Solomon ; ' he's waiting 
on ye.' Then, as she turned away, he de- 
manded querulously, * Ye were to bring 
doon five poxmds o' black tea and a bottle 
o' sherry wine frae Cumstie the grocer's. 
Hae ye gotten them ?' 
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Marjorie shook her head. 

* I forgot them in my hurry to get away. 
I'm so sorry! But I'll write to-night, 
and they'll come over by the carrier to- 
morrow.' 

Solomon grunted gloomily, while the girl 
crossed the road, opened the manse gate, 
and hastened to the house. She found the 
front door ajar, and, crossing the lobby, 
entered the very sitting-room whither she 
had been carried in the minister's arms 
seventeen years before. After all these 
years, the little parlour remained just the 
same, with scarcely an article of furniture 
added; and there, in the armchair by the 
fire, was the minister, just the same, but 
older, weaker, and wearier. He looked up 
as she entered, and his mild blue eye grew 
soft with loving recognition. 



CHAPTER VIL 



AT THE MANSE. 



Mr. Lorraine was now long past the 
great climacteric, and breaking fast ; indeed, 
so infirm had he become that he had more 
than once thought of retiring from the 
ministry altogether. Though his body was 
fi'ail, however, his intellect was as bright as 
ever, and when Marjorie entered the study 
he was busily engaged in reading one of his 
favourite books. 

He looked up with his kindly smile as 
his foster-daughter appeared. 
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*Is it you, my bairn?' he said, as he 
came over and kissed her. ' Welcome home 
again! Though you have been scarcely a 
week away, I have missed you sorely, and 
have been counting the days till your 
return.' 

For some months past, I should now 
explain, Marjorie had been accustomed to 
stay at a ladies' school in the neighbouring 
town from Monday till Friday of every 
week, returning each Friday afternoon, and 
remaining till the following Monday. This 
arrangement had been found necessary, as 
it was impossible for the girl to complete 
her simple education at home, and as the 
distance was too great for her to go to and 
fro daily without inconvenience. 

* And what news have you got from the 
town?' continued the minister, as Marjorie, 
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holding his hand in hers, sank into a chair 
at his side. ' How is Miss Carruthers ? 
and how do you get along with your 
studies ?' 

' Miss Carruthers sends her compliments, 
and as she is called away to Edinburgh 
to see her sick sister, I am to bide at home 
for a week. A whole week, Mr. Lorraine ! 
and in May -time! Oh, I am so glad!' 

' So am I, my bairn/ said the minister. 
' A week's rest will do you good, and it will 
do me good too, I hope, for I have been 
far from well since you went away. I had 
one of my old attacks on Tuesday, and 
have been obliged to keep the house.' 

' You will be better now,' said Marjorie 
fondly. ' I will nurse you !' 

* Aye, aye ; and the sight of your face 
and the sound of your voice will do me 
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more good than the doctor. By the way, 
my bairn, I had one here to-day inquiring 
after you, and she will be here again this 
evening.' 

*I know! Miss Hetherington, of the 
Castle?' 

' Yes, Miss Hetherington. It is strange, 
my bairn, how much interest the good lady 
takes in you — she who cares so little for any 
other living thing ; and yet after all it is 
not strange, for my Marjorie is a favourite 
with high and low.' 

The girl's face grew troubled as she 
answered : 

* I hope, Mr. Lorraine, she won't be 
asking me up to the Castle ; I feel so lonely 
there, and she — she fiightens me sometimes ! 
She has such strange ways, and the house is 
an awftil plax^e.' 

8—2 
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' Well, well, you must be careful not to 
offend her, for she is a true friend.' 

^ I know she is very rich, and good too, 
but for all that I cannot bear to be alone 
in her company. I wonder why she likes 
to have me! She sits in her armchair 
looking at me for hours together, till some- 
times I feel as if I could scream out and run 
away !' 

* She is a strange woman,' said the 
minister thoughtfully; 'but you have no 

« 

reason to fear her. She takes a great in- 
terest in you, and in all that concerns 
you.' 

^ I know that, but * 

^ Her eccentricities are only put on, I 
think, to conceal a heart that is truly 
kindly. You must try to humour her, my 
bairn, remembering how much she has 
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done for you, and may yet do. Not that I 
would have you shape your conduct towards 
her by any sordid hope of future gain ; no, 
no, that would be unworthy ; but it is well, 
lifter all, to have so powerful a friend, should 
anything happen to me/ 

' Oh, don't speak like that !' exclaimed 
Marjorie, her eyes filling with tender 
tears. * I cannot bear it' 

*I am an old man, Marjorie, and in 
the natural course of things must very 
soon be called to my account. Seventy 
and seventeen cannot walk together long! 
My pilgrimage is nearly at an end, your 
road lies long and bright before you. 
But there, we will not speak of that, for, 
indeed, I am not repining at my lot. 
These seventeen years, my bairn, you 
have been light and sunshine to our old 
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dwelling. When you came, though I was 
an old man then, my heart leapt up 
agam, and I seemed to take another lease 
of life ; and when I go, I shall go in 
peace, remembering how good the Lord 
has been to me, who, but for your com- 
ing, might have died a lonely man.' 

He ceased in some consternation, for 
JVIarjorie was sobbing, with the tears 
streaming down her cheeks, and at that 
moment Solomon Mucklebackit entered the 
room, hat in hand. 

'What's wrong noo?' cried the sexton, 
looking sharply at the pair. 

' jNTothing, Solomon, my man,' said the 
minister mildly, ' only ' 

'Dinna be flyting at the bairn, or 
preaching till her. I wonder at ye, 
meenister. Is it because she forgot to 
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bring the message frae Cumstie the 
grocer?' 

Mr. Lorraine burst out laughing ; and 
then exclaimed, patting Marjorie affec- 
tionately on the head : 

* You see, Marjorie, Solomon is as ready 

to take your part as ever,- and even ere 
he kens your fault! He thinks I have 
been scolding you.' 

Solomon gave a grunt. 

^ I think the bairn's wanting her tea, if 
you wish my opinion. . Will I bring it in ?' 

* Aye ; unless Mysie is there * 

^Mysie's up the toon,' replied the sex- 
ton, * but the pot's infusing at the kitchen 
fire, and I'll fetch it in mysel'.' 

So saying, he left the room, and soon 
returned carrying the tray, with teapot, 
cups, and saucers, and a loaf of bread 
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and butter. He set them down on the 
lable, and then, as he passed Marjorie's 
chair, patted her on the shoulder. 

*Dinna heed the meenister!' he whis- 
pered. ^He's auld, and getting grumpy!' 

At this remark, which was perfectly 
audible, and indeed was intended to be, 
Mr. Lorraine laughed cheerfully again, 
and Marjorie, drying her eyes, caught the 
contagion of his merriment. 

^Mr. Lorraine was not scolding me, 
Solomon !' she cried. 

But Solomon, who was never to be con- 
ciliated by anything but sheer opposition, 
puckered up his face into a comical frown. 

^Atweel, if he was, I warrant ye 
desairved it,' he said shortly. ^What 
way did ye forget the tea frae Cumstie's?' 

And with another grunt he walked 
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irom the room, having managed some- 
how, by his grim interference and oddity 
of demeanour, to dispel the temporary 
cloud of sad foreboding. Marjorie took 
off her hat and shawl, and, sitting at the 
table, began to pour out the tea, while 
Mr. Lorraine, forgetting his recent train 
of thought, questioned her anew about 
her doings in the town. Thus far they 
chatted cheerfiilly together, and shared the 
simple meal. 

' And how about the French, Mar- 
jorie?' asked Mr. Lorraine presently. 
^Are you coming on?' 

'Very slowly,' was her reply. *I find 
it hard to pronounce, and the verbs are 
a dreadfiil trouble — and the genders. It's 
so hard to tell whether a thing is mas- 
culine or feminine, and I wonder how the 
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French folk themselves can tell. I'm afraid 
111 never learn the French rightly/ 

^ I never could master it myself, though 
after all, maybe, I never fairly tried ; it's 
a queer kind of tongue, like the chirping 
of birds, I'm thinking. What like is your 
teacher ?' 

' Monsieur Caussidiere ! A handsome 
gentleman, with black hair and black 
eyes.' 

' A young man, Marjorie ?' 

' Not old ; but very grave and sad, as 
if he had had much trouble ; and I think 
he has, for he is an exile, and cannot 
return to his native land.' 

Her eyes were full of dreamy sympathy 
and pity, and as she spoke she seemed 
to summon up before her the French- 
man's thoughtful face. Mr. Lorraine 
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glanced at her sideways, with a certain 
gentle suspicion. 

' Has he any other scholars T he asked 
quietly. 

' Only myself out of our school. I go 
to his house for my lesson every fore- 
noon. And he is very, very kind! He 
would scarcely take the fees. He said ' 

But here Marjorie paused and blushed, 
for she suddenly remembered Caussidi^re's 
words and ardent looks of admiration. 

* Well, what did he say ?' 

' He said he was ashamed to take money 
for teaching, and then — then he talked 
about France, and how he longed to re- 
turn, and how sad it was to be an exile. 
That was all!' 

Mr. Lorraine did not question any 
further, but seemed plunged in thought. 
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He did not quite like the idea of this 
handsome Frenchman ; indeed, he was 
old-&shioned and simple enough to have 
a low opinion of the morals of the whole 
French nation ! But he kept his sus- 
picions to himself, and quietly determined 
to make inquiries. 

* By the way, Marjorie,' he said after a 
pause, *you know that your school fees 
are paid by Misfe Hetherington ?' 

Marjorie nodded. 

^It was her wish that you should be 
taught the French. For my own part, I 
never thought much of either the lan- 
guage or the people, but that may be 
my prejudice. Miss Hetherington thinks 
that every young lady should learn 
French. Curious, the interest she takes in 
you!' 
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There was a noise at the front door, a 
sound of feet in the lobby. 
Solomon entered abruptly. 

* She's ootside/ he said. ' Will I bring 
her ben T 

* Who is outside,* Solomon, my man ?' 

' Wha but Mistress Hetherington, frae the 
Castle. The carriage is at the door, and 
she's wrangling wi' the driver.' 

Mr. Lorraine rose feebly from his chair, 
while Marjorie nervously put down her 
cup and saucer and prepared to receive 
the visitor. 

*This way, mem!' said Solomon; and 
immediately there entered the room a 
woman of middle height, with snow- 
white hair, leaning upon a staff or hand- 
crutch. 

She had black piercing eyes, a com- 
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that every young lady should learn 
French. Curious, the interest she takes in 
you!' 



AT THE MANSE, 125 

There was a noise at the front door, a 
sound of feet in the lobby. 
Solomon entered abruptly. 

* She's ootside/ he said. ' Will I bring 
her ben ?' 

* Who is outside,' Solomon, my man ?' 

* Wha but Mistress Hetherington, frae the 
Castle. The carriage is at the door, and 
she's wrangling wi' the driver.' 

Mr. Lorraine rose feebly from his chair, 
while Marjorie nervously put down her 
cup and saucer and prepared to receive 
the visitor. 

* This way, mem !' said Solomon ; and 
immediately there entered the room a 
woman of middle height, with snow- 
white hair, leaning upon a staff or hand- 
crutch. 

had black piercing eyes, a com- 
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He did not quite like the idea of this 
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plexion like alabaster, and her front teeth 
projected slightly over her under lip. 
Though she had the air of an old woman, 
and walked with a stoop, her face had 
scarcely a wrinkle, and her voice was 
deep and powerful. 

Marjorie sprang up and stood trembling. 
Without a word, Miss Hetherington crossed 
the room and looked fixedly in the young 
girl's face. 

' Weel, Maijorie Annan?' she said, in a 
strong Scotch accent. 

* How— how do you do, Miss Hether- 
ington ?' 

*As you see — weel enough not to com- 
plain. Stand still, and let me look at ye! 
There, you may kiss me if you like !' 

Marjorie did not like, but she bent for- 
ward and touched the lady's frosty cheek. 
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* Did ye come doon in the waggonette ? 
Nae need to answer, for I ken, and I ken 
who came along wi' ye! What's this 
between you and Johnnie Sutherland?' 

Had a bomb exploded under her feet, 
Marjorie could not have shown more con- 
sternation. She stammered and blushed, 
and cast an appealing look at Mr. Lorraine. 

' How's this, Marjorie !' he said gently. 

* You did not tell me that Johnnie had 
come back.' 

* I'll swear she didna,' exclaimed Miss 
Hetherington, with a low harsh laugh. 

* See hoo she blushes ! The lad and she 
had a tryste in Dumfries, and came down 
together.' 

Here Solomon, who stood at the room 
door looking on, thought it his duty to 
interfere. 
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' And what then ? What if Johnnie 
Sutherland did convoy oor Marjorie hame ? 
There's nae hairm in that, I'm thinking.' 

' Hold yiyar tongue, Solomon Muckle- 
backit/ said Miss Hetherington, with a 
sharp rap of her crutch upon the ground* 
^ Mind your own business !' 

^It is my business/ retorted Solomon 
doggedly. * Marjorie, dinna heed her !' 

* Solomon !' cried Mr. Lorraine, with a 
certain authority. 

' Weel r 

* Be good enough to leave the room.' 
The old man uttered a low snort of defiance, 

but immediately obeyed. Miss Hethering- 
ton took a chair close to the fireplace and 
sat in it, leaning heavily on her crutch. 

' Nae fool like an old fool !' she muttered, 
looking at Mr. Lorraine, but referring to 
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the refractory sexton. ' Between the twa 
o' ye, you're spoiling Marjorie Annan al- 
together/ 

'I hope not,' returned the minister mildly, 
resuming his own seat. ' After all, too, 
Solomon is quite right. Johnnie and Mar- 
jorie are old friends.' 

' All the parish kens that^^ said the lady 
of the Castle. ' Come here, Marjorie, and 
dinna be feared — I'll no eat you ! Look 
me in the face! Are you and Johnnie 
courting ?' 

Marjorie's face was scarlet, and she 

trembled violently. 

' Oh, Miss Hetherington,' she cried, 
' what do you mean ?' 

And she held out her hands to Mr. 
Lorraine, as if beseeching him to take her 
part. 

VOL. I. 9 
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' Really, Miss Hetherington/ he said, 
* Marjorie is a child, and I am sure such 
nonsense as you speak of has never entered 
her head,' 

* Nonsense, is it ?' retorted the lady, 
with the same low, harsh laugh as before. 
^ Weel, it's the nonsense to which a' folk 
come early or late, gentle and simple, and 
trust me to ken better than either you or 
that idiot Solomon what young lasses are 
made o'. Do you think Marjorie Annan's 
made of stane or airn, and doesna ken a 
fair-favoured lad from a rowan tree or a 
milk coo ?' 

' I think she is too young for love- 
making,' returned the minister. 

* Then you think wrang ; it's never o'er 
early for a lassie to begin. As for Johnnie, 
111 no say but what he's a decent lad and 
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a modest, and he has talent as weel, the 
rogue, heaps o' talent, though he's only a 
weaver's son— eh, Marjorie, has he no ?' 

And as she looked at Marjorie there was 
no anger in her stem black eyes, rather a; 
sort of grim-humoured sympathy. Seeing 
his foster-child's confusion, Mr. Lorraine 
attempted to give the conversation another 
turn. 

' K young Sutherland has developed 
natural gifts, he has you to thank for the 
opportunity. We all know how kind you 
have been to him.' 

* Because I bought two o' his pictures,' 
she retorted, with her characteristic and 
disagreeable laugh. * I gave him fifty 
pound a-piece for them, the more fool I. 
One was a view o' the Castle frae the 
south, wi' a cuddie eating thistles in the 

9—2 
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foreground — a cuddie as big as a hippo- 
potamus ; the other was Marjorie herseF 
wi' her lap full o' wild flowers, sitting by 
the side o' Annan water, and about as like 
heTy by that token, as it was like Solomon 
Mucklebackit.' 

' We always considered it an excellent like- 
ness/ said Mr. Lorraine good-humouredly. 

* So it was/ cried Marjorie impulsively ; 
' everybody said so/ 

* And what everybody said must be true T 
demanded the lady, with a sneer. 'Weel, 
likeness or no likeness, the lad has talent, 
as I said ; and if he works hard, maybe hell 
be able, some fine day, to paint a picture. 
So much for Johnnie Sutherland. Now we'll 
come to the business which brought me 
doon. T want Marjorie to come to me to- 
morrow and spend the day.' 
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The very proposal which Marjorie had 
dreaded! She opened her lips to give a 
trembling refusal, to frame some awkward 
excuse, but before she could say a word, 
Miss Hetherington continued with decision : 

' I'll be expecting her early, say at ten. 
She can walk the distance, unless she's 
o'er idle ; in that case, I'll send the carriage 
to fetch her.' 

' I am very sorry,' stammered Marjorie, 
* but to-morrow ' 

She paused, and glanced in supplication 
at her foster-father. 

' The fact is,' said Mr. Lorraine, ' we had 
made other arrangements for to-morrow. 
Some other day, maybe.' 

Miss Hetherington's eyes flashed, and 
her crutch was sharply struck upon the 
floor. 
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^ To-morrow and no other day will suit 
me. I hae something to say to her that 
willna keep. Do you hear that, Marjorie?' 

* Yes/ answered Marjorie timidly, ' but I 
have only just come home, and I would 
rather * 

Here Miss Hetherington rose abruptly 
from her chair. 

* Come or stay !' she exclaimed. * Please 
yourser, Marjorie Annan ; but if you stay 
at home the morn, youll wait lang for 
another invitation.' 

Eager not to give offence, Mr. Lorraine 

now interposed. 

' If you wish it, Marjorie shall come.' 
*Very well,' said Miss Hetherington 

sharply; then, turning to the girl, she 

added, ^ Will you walk, or shall I send the 

carriage ?* 
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' I — I — ^will walk/ returned Marjorie 
timidly, with the air of one doomed to con- 
dign punishment. 

' Then I'll expect you at ten, and nae later. 
Now, gie me your arm to the carriage.' 

Marjorie obeyed, and with a short ' Good 
day ' to the minister. Miss Hetherington left 
the room. By this time it had grown 
almost dark, and Solomon was waiting in 
the lobby with the church lanthom. 

'Will I show you a light, mem?' he 
asked, respectfully enough. 

'No, I can see weel enough,' was the 
reply ; and still leaning on Marjorie's arm, 
the lady passed out of the hall door, crossed 
the garden, and found her carriage, an old- 
fashioned one-horse brougham, waiting at 
the outer gate. Assisted by Marjorie, she 
stepped in, and Marjorie drew back. 
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' Marjorie !' 

* Yes, Miss Hetherington.' 

' Kiss me again, my baim/ 

Was it Marjorie's fancy, or was the voice 
that spoke quite different from the harsh 
voice that had so troubled her in the room ? 
She bent down her face, and the lady's two 
hands were uplifted to draw it softly down 
for the farewell kiss. The lips that kissed 
her on cheek and forehead were cold as ice. 
It was no fancy, however, that the same 
gentle voice that she had just heard — so 
softened, so changed ! — spoke again, and in 
these words : 

^ Grod bless you, Marjorie Annan!' 

Then, while Marjorie stood trembling and 
wondering, the lady of the Castle was driven 
rapidly away. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

THE CASTLE AND ITS MISTRESS. 

. Miss Margaret Hetherington of Hether- 
ington Castle was a spinster lady of great 
wealth, who inherited in her own right the 
-estates that had once belonged to her father, 
and afterwards, for a short term, to a 
brother who died childless, leaving her the 
next of kin. For fifteen or sixteen years 
at least she had remained in solitary posses- 
sion of the place, and during that time 
<she had scarcely left the neighbourhood, 
save for a few weeks each winter, when 
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she went to occupy a house — her town 
house, as she called it — m the city of 
Edinburgh. 

When local gossip first began to speak of 
the foundling who had been left on the 
manse doorstep, and who had been taken in 
so tenderly by the minister, Miss Hether- 
ington was living at the Castle with her 
brother; and being a lady of somewhat 
stem virtue, she heard the news with a 
certain amount of moral indignation. A 
few Sundays afterwards she appeared at 
church, and after service questioned Mr. 
Lorraine, who told her all the circumstances, 
which interested her so much that she at 
once went to the manse and saw the child. 
On learning the minister's determination to 
rear the infant as his own, she at first in- 
veighed bitterly against the wicked mother 
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who had lain so heavy a burthen on the 
good man's slender means, and then, after a 
pitying look at little Marjorie, presented 

the minister with a fifty-pound note. 

' Dinna tell my brother I gave it to you,' 
she said ; ' he would think me a fool for my 
pains, and maybe I am.' 

The minister promised to keep her charity 
private, and from that day forth Miss 
Hetherington continued to take a friendly 
interest in the little castaway. Two years 
later her brother died, and she reigned 
supreme and solitary at the Castle. As 
time advanced she grew more and more 
eccentric, more and more of a recluse ; but 
her interest in Marjorie did not cease, and 
she continued to assist the minister in his 
responsibility. Now and then, at long 
intervals, Marjorie was sent for to the 
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Castle to spend a day or two in the stem 
lady's company, and she never returned 
home without a handsome present. She 
never ceased, however, to regard her bene- 
factress with a certain dread. 

Thus the long years had passed away, 
and now Miss Hetherington, though in 
reality little over fifty years of age, looked 
quite an old woman. She seemed to have 
no kinsfolks and fewer friends, but dwelt 
alone up at the Castle in utter solitude. 

Early in the morning after Miss Hether- 

ington's visit, Marjorie "prepared to set out 
for the Castle. She would gladly have 
made some excuse to stay at home, but Mr. 
Lorraine would not hear of it, and at his 
earnest request she consented. 

*She is your best friend,' said the minister, 
^and you must not oflfend her.' 
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' Very well, I will go/ answered Marjorie ; 
* but I shall come home early in the after- 
noon. Shell never ask me to stay all 
night ? If she does, I can't do it !' 

' Why not, Marjorie ?' 

' The Castle's eerie enough at daytime, 
but at night it's dreadful, and Miss Hether- 
ington creeps about like a ghost. I'd sooner 
sleep out in the kirkyard !' 

At a quarter before nine she started, for 
she had three miles to walk, and she wished 
to linger on the road, which lay through 
pleasant country pastures and among green 
lanes. The morning was bright and clear, 
though there were clouds to seaward which 
spoke of coming rain. Passing up through 
the village, the way she had come the pre- 
vious day, she saw young Sutherland stand- 
ing at the gate of the weaver's cottage. 
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' Good morning, Marjorie. Where are 
you going to so early ?' 

*Up to Miss Hetherington's at the 
Castle/ she replied. 

^ Are you going to walk 7 

' Yes/ 

' Then may I come with you a piece 
of the road T 

' Not to-day, Johnnie,' she said nervously. 
* I'm late, and must hurry on.' 

The young man sighed, but did not 
press his request. Troubled and vexed 
at the meeting, Marjorie walked quickly 
away. 

She followed the townward highway 
till she came to the cross-roads where 
she had alighted from the waggonette. 
Close to the cross-road there was a stile 
leading to a foot-path across the fields. 
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Her foot was on the stile, and she was 
about to step over, when she heard a voice 
behind her. Turning quickly, she saw, 
to her astonishment, the French teacher 
from Dumfries. 

He was clad in a dark walking suit, 
with broad-brimmed wide-awake hat, and 
was smoking a cigar. He looked at her 
smilingly, and raised his hat. She thought 
he had never looked so handsome, as he 
stood there in the sunshine, with his pale 
face smiling and his bright black eyes 
fixed eagerly upon her. 

'Monsieur Caussidiere !' she cried in 
astonishment. 

' Yes, it is I !' he replied in his sad 
musical voice. ' I have walked from the 
town, and was going down to see you.' 

' To see me P she echoed. 
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* Yes, mademoiselle, and the good man 
your guardian. You have spoken of him 
so often that I longed to make his acquain- 
tance, and having two idle days before 
me, I am here, as you behold.' 

Marjorie did not know what to say or 
do ; the encounter was so unexpected. 
She stood trembling and blushing in such 
obvious embarrassment that the Frenchman 
came to her relief. 

' Do not let me detain you, if you have 
an appointment. Or stay! perhaps you 
will permit me to walk a little way in your 
company ?' 

And before she quite understood what 
was taking place, he had lightly leapt the 
stile, and was handing her over with great 
politeness. They strolled along the foot- 
path side by side. 
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Suddenly Marjorie paused. 

' I am going up to the Castle,' she said, 
* and I shall not be back till the afternoon. 
Do not let me take you out of your 
way.' 

The Frenchman smiled and shrugged 
his shoulders. 

* Oh ! one way is to me as good as 
another,' he exclaimed. 

* But you said you wished to see Mr. 
Lorraine.* 

' Precisely ; but I prefer your company, 
my child.' 

* He is at home now, and will be so glad 
of some one to talk to.' 

* I see you want to get rid of me, little 
one,' said Caussidiere paternally. * If I go, 
will you promise to return soon ? Remem- 
ber, I shall not depart until you do return/ 

VOL. I. 10 
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' Yes, I will promise/ answered Marjorie. 
* I — I would rather you did not come any 
further/ 

' And wherefore, my child ? Is my 
company so disagreeable?' 

' No, monsieur ; but the folk in this 
place are aye talking, and if they saw me 
walking with a strange gentleman it would 
be all over the parish before night, and 
then Miss Hetherington would hear of it, 
and I should get no peace.' 

And as. she spoke she looked round 
nervously, as if dreading an eye-witness. 

' Miss Hetherington ! Pray, who is 
she?' 

'The lady I am going to see. She 
has eyes everywhere — ^nothing happens, but 
she kens.' 

' But surely there is nothing to conceal/ 
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persisted the Frenchman. * It is very 
natural that, having met you, I should 
offer to escort you.' 

^In France, maybe, but not here in 
Annandale. Down here, monsieur, when 
two folk are seen out walking in the fields 
together, all the world believes them to be 
courting.^ 

She had spoken without reflection, and 
her face now grew crimson as she met her 
companion's quiet eyes and realized the 
significance of her own words. 

^ I see,' cried the Frenchman, laughing. 
* They would take me for your lover.' 

Marjorie did not reply, but turned her 
face away and began to walk on rapidly. 
But the Frenchman kept at her side. 

* Ah, my child/ he continued, ' I am 
more fit to be your father than your lover. 

10—2 
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I am not so frivolous and vain as to pre- 
sume to think of one so young and pretty. 
You must not mind me ! I am your 
teacher, your friend — ^that is all V 

She was touched by the tone in which 
he spoke, but after a moment's hesitation 
she paused again, and looked him full in 
the face. 

' What you say is quite true, monsieur,' 
she said ; * but, oh ! do not follow me 
any further. See! that is the Castle,' 
and who knows but Miss Hetherington 
herself is watching us from the tower?' 

She pointed across the fields towards 
a dark belt of woodland, over which two 
old-fashioned towers were indeed visible, 
about a mile and a half away. 

* Well, I will do as you desire, my child/ 
answered Caussidifere, after a moment's 
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hesitation ; * I will go and make the ac- 
quaintance of your guardian. Au revoir /' 

* Au revoir^ monsieur /' 

He took her hand, lifted it to his lips, 
and kissed it ; then, with an air of respect- 
ful gaUantry, he swept off his hat and 
bowed. She could not help smiling ; he 
looked so fantastic to her simple sight, 
and yet so handsome ! 

She walked on thoughtfully. At the 
next stile she turned and looked baxjk. 
He was still stationary in the pathway, 
gazing after her ; but the moment she 
looked back he kissed his hand. 

Marjorie turned again and walked on, 
with no little fluttering of the heart ; the 
moment she was quite out of sight she 
slackened her pace and began thinking. 

The last twenty-four hours had been 
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full of surprises for the simple girl. She 
was beginning to realize, for the first time 
in her life, the cmious sensation, confused 
yet delightful, of being loved and admired, 
and not by one man only, but by two ; 
for there could be no mistaking the French 
master's tender solicitation, though it had 
not been expressed in words. 

Child as she was, Marjorie felt rather 
frightened. Young Sutherland's feeUngs 
towards her she could understand — he had 
known her so long, and they had always 
been such fi-iends ; and though she could 
hardly look upon him in the light of a 
lover, yet his passionate outburst had not 
taken her altogether by surprise. 

With Monsieur Caussidiere it was dif- 
ferent. He seemed so far away fi-om her, so 
much her elder and superior. Doubtless, 
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had she been a romantic girl, giv,en to 
dreaming or novel-reading, she would have 
been fascinated by his admiration ; for. he 
was very handsome, and interesting to boot. 
But she was not particularly romantic, 
and her feeling towards him was a peculiar 

mixture of awe, terror, and amusement. 
She was afraid of him, firstly, because he 

was a foreigner, and secondly, because he 

was so clever ; amused by him, because 

he was so entirely diflferent, both in 

ft 

character and manners, fi'om all the men she 
had ever met. It seemed absurd to think 
that he could seriously care for a child, a 
school-girl, like herself. 

Troubled and perplexed, she crossed the 
fields, and reaching a lonely road, came into 
the dark shadow of the woods which sur- 
rounded Hetherington Castle. Following 
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the road for about a hundred yards, she 
reached a dilapidated and uninhabited lodge, 
standing at the end of a grass-grown avenue. 
Pushing open a rusty iron gate, she entered 
the avenue and wandered on, with gloomy 
woods on either side. Deep sylvan silence 
surrounded her, broken only by the twitter- 
ing of small birds and the occasional coo of 
a stock-dove. From time to time a wood- 
pigeon crossed the blue open space above 
her head, and conies, like elfin things, gam- 
boled in the grass before her, saw her 
coming, and vanished away. WUd-flowers 
of the spring-time, speedwells and primroses, 
grew thick on the sides of the avenue, and 
everywhere, save where old ruts showed 
where vehicles once had passed, there was 
a carpet of long grass and soft many-coloured 
moss. 
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At last, turning a comer and coming out 
into open sunshine, she saw the Castle 
standing in the midst of a broad piece of 
pasture where cows were grazing. It con- 
sisted of a two-storeyed building, attached 
to the two old ivied towers. The edifice 
itself, as well as the pasture in front of it 
and the walled garden behind it, looked for- 
lorn and neglected,. Rank grass and weeds 
grew almost to the very threshold, and the 
walls were disfigured with great mildew-like 
stains. 

Approaching nearer, she came to another 
carriage road, which swept right up to the 
main entrance. She passed along the fi-ont 
of the house, and came to the hall door, 
which stood wide open. Close to her hand 
was a brass handle communicating with a 
rusty bell; she reached out her hand 
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and rang, and the bell soiinded — a hollow, 
jangling, dismal sound. 

She waited, no one came ; then she rang 
again— more loudly. 

In answer to the second peal, she heard 

shuffling footsteps along the lobby; then a 

hard-featured elderly man-servant, dressed 

* 

in rusty black, appeared on the threshold, 

and gave her a nod of gloomy recognition. 

^ It's you^ Miss Marjorie !' he said. ' What 
way did ye no come ben without ringing ? 
She^s waiting on ye !' 

So saying, he led the way into the lobby, 
a dark and dreary passage hung with oil 
paintings alid antique maps and prints; 
thence into a large apartment, divided by 
an open folding door into two portions. Old 
family portraits covered the walls, the suite 
was of old-fashioned oak and crimson velvet, 
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the oaken floor strewn with loose pieces of 
carpets, rugs, and skins of deer and foreign 
animals. On the tables were books — old 
keepsakes, county histories, albums of prints. 
There were heavy curtains to the windows, 
which looked out on the pasture land or 
paddock described above. 

In the further room was a large mantel- 
piece of black marble, cracked across; on 
the mantelpiece an old-fashioned clock, with 
a bronze figure of Wallace in complete ar- 
mour ; and above this hung a dingy oil- 
painting of the last Master of Hetherington, 
booted and spurred, in his costume as leader 
of the Annandale Hunt. A faint fire burned 
in the grate, and l3ring before it, on a rug of 
black bearskin, was a deerhound, old and 
toothless. 

As Marjorie entered, the dog rose snarling 
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and showing his toothless gums, but recog- 
nising her, he gave a faint wag of the tail 
and sank down again to doze. 

' Bide here,' said the old servant. * She's 
up in the tower. Ill tell her you're 
€ome. 

And he shuffled from the room. Left 
alone in the chamber, Marjorie looked 
around her nervously. The place was dark 
and cheerless enough to make a strange 
frame for her young and glowing beauty. 
The faces on the walls looked down on her 
gloomily, that of the late master wearing a 
particularly forbidding expression. It was 
that of a man in the prime of life, with dark, 
piercing eyes like his sister's, a coarse, fierce 
mouth, and straight black hair. The original, 
when living, had been notorious for his life 
of reckless dissipation, which had laid him 
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low when he had only just attained his 
fortieth year. 

Presently the room door opened, and the 
mistress of the house appeared. 

She was dressed in an old-fashioned robe 
of stiff black silk, and wore a cap, like that 
of a widow, over her snow-white hair. She 
came in leaning on her crutch, and nodded 
grimly to her guest. 

' Sit ye doon,' she said, pointing to a seat, 
and herself dropping into an armchair before 
the fire. Then, drawing out a man's gold 
hunting-watch and opening it, she con- 
tinued, ' Twenty-five minutes after ten. 
You're late in coming,. Marj one Annan. I 
doubt you were lingering on the way.' 




CHAPTER IX. 



THE BAR SINISTER. 



As she spoke, and closed her watch sharply, 
Miss Hetherington fixed her black eyes 
keenly on Marjorie, who, remembering her 
recent encounter with Caussidiere, flushed 
red and trembled. A curious smile grew 
upon the stern woman's bloodless face as 
she continued : 

' Aye, aye, you were lingering, and maybe 
you had pleasant company. Who was yon 
you parted with out there among the green 
fields ?' 
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Marjorie started in consternation. Her 
fears, then, were right, and it was useless to 
conceal anything from Miss Hetherington, 
who was like a witch, and had eyes and 
ears everywhere. 

' Oh, Miss Hetherington,' she exclaimed, 
* did you see us together T 

' I was up on the tower wi' my spying- 
glass, and I saw far awa' a lassie that looked 
like Marjorie Annan, and a lad I took at 
first for Johnnie Sutherland, till he began 
booing and kissing his hand, and then I 
saw it couldna be Johnnie.' 

Marjorie now perceived that all conceal- 
ment was useless, and at once told her 
hostess of the meeting with her French 
teacher. She did not think it expedient, 
however, to describe with exactness the 
Frenchman's conversation ; but even as it 
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Avas, Miss Hetherington's brow darkened, 
and her eyes flashed with a light like that of 
anger. 

'Braw doings!' she muttered. *Braw 
doings for a young growing lassie o' seven- 
teen f Your French teacher, say you? 
What's his name, Marjorie ?' 

' Monsieur Caussidiere.' 

'And what's the man doing down here 
instead of teaching his classes in the 
town ?' 

' Indeed, I can't tell,' returned Marjorie. 
^ I met him quite by accident on my way to 

see yaa^ 

' Humph ! What like is he ? Is he 
young ?' 

* Not very young.' 

' Weel favoured ?' 

' Yes ; and very clever.' 
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* Worse and worse/ said Miss Hethering- 
ton. ' Now, Marjorie, listen to me !' 

' Yes, Miss Hetherington/ 

* Look me in the face while you answer. 
Do you think this French scoundrel — he is 
a scoundrel, tak' it for granted — has come 
down here in pursuit o' his pupil ? Dinna 
be feared to answer. Is he fond o' you, 
Marjorie ? 

' I — I think he likes me.' 

* Has he said as muckle ?' 

*Yes, Miss Hetherington,' answered 
Marjorie, who was incapable of a false- 
hood. 

' And ycm ? What think ye of him ?' 
' I like him very much, Miss Hethering- 
ton. He has been very kind and patient 
with me.' 

* But do you love him ? — tell me that ; or 
VOL. I. 11 
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is it Johnnie Sutherland that has won your 
silly heart ? Out with it, Marjorie Annan. 
Frank confession's good for the soul, and 
I'm your friend.' 

Marjorie blushed, but kept her frank blue 
eyes fixed on her questioner's face. 

' I don't love anybody, Miss Hetherington 
— not in the way you mean. 

* Are you sure o' that ?' 

^ Quite sure.' 

' Then you're a wise lassie,' cried the 
lady, rising to her feet. ' Men are kittle 
cattle, and safer at a distance. Look at that 
picture,' she contiuued, suddenly pointing 
to the portrait over the mantelpiece. ' You 
ken who it is ?' 

' Yes ; your brother, Mr. Hugh.' 

' Hugh Hetherington, God rest his soul ! 
and the best brother woman ever had. 
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Folk thought that he was bad, and he had 
my father's temper; but he guarded his 
sister like a watch-dog ; and I wish you had 
a brother to guard you half as weel. Look 
underneath my een, on my right cheek! 
You see that mark ? I shall carry it to my 
grave. Hugh gave it to me when I was a 
young lass. He struck me in the face wi' 
his fist, because he thought I was hiding 
something fi^om him, and coorting wi' one I 
needna name.' 

The lady's face grew full of a wild, fierce 
light as she spoke, and she laughed 
strangely to herself. Marjorie gazed at 
her in dread. 

' It was a lie, but Hugh was right ; he 
loved his sister. He kenned what men 
were, he knew their black hearts. They're 
a' bad, or mostly a'. Tak' warning, Mar- 

11—2 
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jorie Annan, and hearken to me ! Let nae 
man come to you in secret wi' words o' love ; 
hide naething from them that care for you — 
from Mr. Lorraine or from me. Trust the 
auld heads, Marjorie ; they ken what is 
right. God has made you bonnie ; may 
He keep you pure and happy till the 
end !' 

Her tone was changed to one of deep 
earnestness, even of pathos. She walked 
up and down the room in agitation, pausing 
now and again, and leaning upon her 
crutch. 

* No that I would liae you lead a lonely 
life !' she exclaimed after a pause. ' Look 
at me ! I'm no that old in years, but I'm 
grey, grey wi' loneliness and trouble. I 
might hae had one to care for me ; I might 
hae had bairns ; but it wasna to be. I'm a 
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rich woman, but I hae neither kith nor ki^. 
Lord forbid you should ever be the same ! 
But when you marry — and marry you will 
some day — ^you must choose a true man — 
aye, true and honest, whether he be rich or 
poor ; and if you canna choose, let the auld 
folk that care for you, and that ken the 
world, choose for you. Trust their een, no 
your ain I Never deceive them ; keep nae 
secrets from them. Mind that, Marjorie 
Annan!' 

She ceased her tirade, and stood gazing 
keenly at Marjorie, who sat still, listening 
in wonder. Despite her sharp tone and 
brusque manner, there was a tenderness in 
her tone that could not be mistaken. Then, 
all at once, with the abruptness peculiar to 
her, she changed her tone again, and broke 
into a low, chuckling laugh. 
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' And now I hae preach'd my sermon/ she 
said, with her grim smile, 'hae you had 
breakfast ? Will you tak' some tea ?' 

But Marjorie had breakfasted beforp 
starting, and wanted nothing. 

' Very weel. Come and walk in the 
garden.' 

She led the way from the room, and Mar- 
jorie quietly followed. 

Passing out by the rear of the house 
across a lonely courtyard, they reached a 
door in the high wall, and entered the 
garden — ^a wilderness of fruit-trees, shrubs, 
and currant-bushes, sadly in need of the 
gardener's hand. Tangled creepers and 
weeds grew over the grassy paths. Here 
and there were seats, and in one comer was 
an arbour almost buried in umbrage. It 
was a desolate, neglected place, but the sun 
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was shilling, and the air was bright and 
warm. 

Miss Hetherington took her companion's 
arm and walked slowly from path to 
path. 

' The garden's like its mistress/ she 
said presently, lonesome and neglectit. 
Since Wattie Henderson died, I hae never 
empl()yed a regular gardener. But it's 
bonnie in summer time, for a' that, and I 
like it, wild as it is. I should like weel to 
be buried here, right in the heart o' the auld 
place !' 

She entered the neglected arbour and sat 
down wearily. Marjorie stood looking at 
her in timid sympathy, while she pursued 
the dreary current of her thought. 

' Folk say I'm mean, and maybe I am ; 
but it's no that 1 I'm the last o' the 
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Hetheringtons, and it's right and fitting 
that the place should waste awa' like 
mysel'. But I mind the time weel — it's no 
sae lang syne — when it was gladsome and 
merry. Everything was in grand order 
then, and my father kept open house to the 
gentry. Now a's changed ! Whiles I 
wonder what will become o' the auld 
house when I'm ta'en. Strangers will 
come, maybe, and turn it upside doon. 
What would you dae, Marjorie Annan, if 
you were a rich leddy and mistress o' a 
place like this ?' 

The question came so abruptly at the 
end of the long string of lamentations, 
that Marjorie scarcely knew what to reply. 
She smiled awkwardly, and repeated the 
question. 

' What would I do^ Miss Hetherington ?' 
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' Aye. Come 1' 

' I cannot tell, but I don't think I could 
thole to live here all alone.' 

' Aye, indeed ? Would you sell the 
Castle, and pooch the siller ?' 

' No, Miss Hetherington. I should 
like to keep what my forebears had 
owned.' 

The lady nodded her head approv- 
ingly. 

* The lassie has sense after a' I' she 
exclaimed. ^ Aye, aye, Marjorie, you're 
right ! It's something to belang to the 
line o' the Hetheringtons, and the auld 
lairds o' the Moss would rise in their graves 
if they kenned that strangers were dwelling 
on the land. Did I ever tell ye how our 
line began, Marjorie ?' 

' No, Miss Hetherington.' 
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' Weel, 111 tell you now. Sometimes I 
smile to mysel' to think it o'er; for, 
proud as our folk hae been, we began wi' 
a bar sinister. Ken you what that is, 
Marjorie ? Weel, it's this. Our ancestor, 
Hugh Hetherington, was a bastard son o* 
Mary Montgomery, one o' Queen Mary's 
women, and folk said (I'm thinking it was 
true 1) the great Earl o' Both well was his 
father I That was the way we began/ she 
continued, with her dry sarcastic laugh ; 
' and what then ? Folk thought little o' a 
bar sinister in those days ; and if you were 
to trace back half the proud families o' 
Scotland to their beginnings, you'd find that 
few or none began wi' the Kirk's blessing 
and a wedding-ring !' 

The theme was a curious one to pursue 
before so young a girl, but. Miss Hether- 
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ington, for some reason or other, seemed 
to 'find peculiar interest in it. It was 
strange indeed to hear the lady of the 
Castle, who was notorious for her pride q& 
birth and place, and who looked down on 
nearly all her neighbours as inferiors, 
actually making a laughing-stock of her 

own family tree, v 

' I have seen the Earl of BothwelFs pic- 
ture in a book,' said Marjorie. ^ He was 
dark and handsome, like your brother, Mr. 
Hugh.' 

Miss Hetherington rose suddenly to her 
feet and took Marjorie by the arm. 

' Say you that Y she exclaimed. ' Come 
wi' me, and I'll show you something.' 

They crossed the garden together, passed 
through the door in the wall, and walking 
across the courtyard, approached the more 
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ancient part of the Castle. Between the 
two towers was an arch with a heavy- 
oaken gate, which stood half open. Miss 
Hetherington passed in, followed by Mar- 
jorie. Passing through a narrow door to 
the right, they ascended a dark flight of 
stairs, and paused on a stone landing 
before a door of black oak. Miss Hether- 
ington drew from her pocket a large old- 
fashioned key and opened the door. They 
entered, and found themselves in a small 
apartment, circular, like the tower of which 
it formed a part, and faintly lit by a high 
narrow window. 

The floor was stone as well as the wall ; 
but at one side of the room stood a 
large mahogany bed, with curtains of 
crimson and gold, worm-eaten and torn. 
Over an open fireplace, without a grate, 
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there hung an old oil-painting in a frame of 
tarnished gold. 

' See there !' said the lady, pointing to 
the picture. 

Marjorie looked, and started in wonder. 
It was the picture of a man in complete 
armour, leaning on a heavy two-handled 
, sword. The flesh tints of the face were faded, 
leaving the countenance of death-like pallor ; 
but out of the face, underneath the iron-grey 
hair just peeping from the helm, looked two 
black burning eyes, just like the eyes of the 
picture in the drawing-room. The semblance 
extended to the hard, coarse mouth, the 
knitted brows, the heavy, determined chin. 

' It is Mr. Hugh !' cried Marjorie. 

' It was painted, Marjorie, many a long 
year before my brother Hugh was bom or 
thought o'. It's Bothwell himsel' !' 
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' The great Earl of Bothwell !' 

^ Aye, and nae other/ said the lady^ 
gazing thoughtfiiUy upward at the picture. 
^ Bothwell, the Queen's husband, and Mary 
Montgomery's lover. He loved Mary 
Montgomery till ambition gript him, and 
he sprang up like a wild beast to seize the 
Queen and the Crown. Mary Montgomery 
died heart-broken, they say ; but the grim 
Earl didna forget her son. And out o' that 
bar sinister sprang the Hetheringtons o^ 
Annandale.' 




CHAPTER X. 

CAUSSIDIERE AND JOHN SUTHERLAND. 

Early in the afternoon, after a dismal 
lunch, tete-a-tSte with Miss Hetherington, 
Marjorie returned home across the fields. 

She was glad enough to escape fi*om the 
gloomy house, and the equally gloomy 
conversation of its eccentric mistress ; but 
she was sensible enough to feel that the 
great lady's interest in her was sincere and 
deep, and that the strange confidences of 
that day had their source in real sympathy 



176 ANNAN WATER. 

and kindliness of heart. Nevertheless, it was 
with a sigh of relief that she left the dark 
woods behind her, and came out again upon 
the pleasant meadows. 

The sun was just beginning to sink as 
she passed through the village and ap- 
proached the manse. As she did so, she 
saw Mr. Lorraine standing inside the church- 
yard gate in quiet conversation with the 
French teacher. 

She entered the churchyard and joined 
them, the Frenchman saluting her with lifted 
hat as she approached. 

' Ah, Marjorie, my bairn,' said the 
minister, ^ you are home early. Did you 
walk back ? I thought you would have 
stayed later, and that Miss Hetherington 
would have sent you home in the carriage 
after gloaming.' 
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Marjorie glanced at Caussidiere, and met 
Ms eyes. 

' She did not wish me to stay,' she 
answered, 'and I was glad to escape. 
But I see you and Monsieur Caussidiere 
have made friends ! I met him on the way, 
and he said he was coming here/ 

' So he has told me,' said Mr. Lorraine. 
* I have just been showing him over the 
kirk and through the graveyard, and 
now I have invited him to take pot- 
luck, as the English call it, this even- 
ing.' 

*But it is so late, monsieur,' s^id Mar- 
jorie. ' How will you get back to Dum- 
fries ?' 

* Did you not know ?' returned the 

Frenchman, smiling, * I am taking a leetle 
holiday, like yourself ! I have engaged a 

VOL. I. 12 
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bed at the inn, and shall not return till the 
begiimingoftheweek.' 

They passed through the churchyard 
gate, and crossing the road, approached the 
manse, Mr. Lorraine leading the way. Since 
her conversation with Miss Hetherington, 
Marjorie was more constrained than ever 
with the Frenchman, whose manner had 
entirely changed — from one of thought- 
fiil respect to another of glad assurance. 
In her own mind she heartily wished he 
had not come. But there he was, already 
in favour with her guardian, and she knew 
not what to say. 

They entered the manse together, and 
Caussidi^re joined them at their simple 
evening meal. At a whispered command 
from the minister, Marjorie ran into the 
kitchen and assisted Mysie Simpson to pre- 
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pare tea, ham and eggs, and warn scones ; 
and when they were ready, she carried them 
in with her own hands. 

Meantime Caussidi^re talked gaily with 
the minister, who seemed delighted with 
his company. He had travelled a good 
deal, was well acquainted with Latin litera- 
ture, had known (or said he had known) 
many of the notabilities of his own country, 
and was altogether a man of information. 
He soon drew the minister out on his pet 
subjects — Scottish history and antiquities — 

and listened to him with great respect and 
deference. Mr. Lorraine was charmed, and 
forgot all about his simple suspicions when 
the Frenchman's name had been mentioned 
that morning. 

Marjorie soon caught the contagion of 
so bright and congenial a presence. She 

12—2 
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listened delighted while Caussidiere rattled 
on. To. her, as well as to the minister, 
their guest seemed a being from a brighter 
world. 

When they touched on French politics, 
as was inevitable, Caussidiere had a dark 
picture to draw of the French Empire, and 
his own persecution under it. 

^ The Emperor is a bandit!' he exclaimed; 
' and he is stupid, look you, into the 
bargain. When the time comes — and it is 
near — he will fall like an idol from its 
pedestal, and then the world will wonder he 
was endured so long.' 

* Yet they tell me,' said Mr. Lorraine, 
*that France was never so prosperous as 
under his rule.' 

'Believe me, it is not true. He has 
beautified a death's - head, he has made 
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Paris a temple of pleasure, but at what 
a price ! There is no ptirity, no morality 
now, in my unhappy country ; the tree is 
poisoned to the very roots. You, monsieur, 
who are a man of religion, will agree with 
me that the safeguard of a country is the 
sacredness of its domestic life, the holiness 
of its family ties ! Eh bieriy he, the 
Emperor, has destroyed these. In Paris 
there is nothing but iniquity ; in the 
country at large, only ignorance and love 
of gold. What is a little temporal pros- 
perity compared with that social purity 
which is so much more precious than all 
the riches of the world ?' 

Words of wisdom truly, thought the 
simple minister, and beautiful as coming 

from the mouth of so young a man. And 
he had been taught to think all Frenchmen 
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SO frivolous, so immoral even. He listened 
benignly, taken quite captive by the other's 
eloquence. 

When tea was over they sat round the 
hearth. The minister lit his pipe and his 
guest a cigar. They were chatting plea- 
santly together, when Solomon Muckle- 
backit, who had been up the village on 
some household errand, quietly entered. 

' Johnnie Sutherland's at the door. Will 
you see him ?' 

Marjorie started, for she had an instinc- 
tive dread of a meeting between the two 
young men ; but the minister at once re- 
plied : 

' Show him in, Solomon ;' and as the 
sexton disappeared, he said to his guest, 
* A young friend of ours, and a schoolfellow 
of my foster-daughter.' 
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The next moment Sutherland appeared. 
A look of surprise passed over his face 
as he saw the stranger, who rose politely, 
but, recovering himself, he shook the 
minister warmly by the hand. 

' Welcome, Johnnie,' said Mr. Lorraine. 
* Take a seat. Do you know Monsieur 
Caussidi^re? Then let me introduce you.' 

Sutherland nodded to the Frenchman, 
who bowed courteously. Their eyes met, 
and then both looked at Marjorie. 

* Monsieur Caussidiere is my French 
teacher,' she said, smiling. 

Sutherland looked somewhat puzzled, 
and sat down in silence. After an awkward 
pause, the minister began questioning him 
on his London experiences ; he replied 
almost in monosyllablesj and was altogether 
so bashful and constrained that Marjorie 
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could not avoid drawing an unfavourable 
comparison in her own mind between him 
and the fluent Frenchman. 

' An artist, monsieur T said the latter 
presently, having gathered the fiict from 
some of Mr. Lorraine's questions. ^I 
used to paint, when I was a boy, but, 
finding I could not excel, I abandoned the 
attempt. To succeed in your profession is 
the labour of a life, and alas ! so many 
fail.' 

* That's true enough,' returned Suther- 
land, ' and when I see the great pictures 
I despair.' 

'He paints beautifully, monsieur,' cried 
Marjorie, eager to praise her old friend. 
' Does he not, Mr. Lorraine ?' 

The minister nodded benignly. 

*Ah, indeed,' said Caussidi^re, with a 
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slight yawn. *The landscape, monsieur, 
or the human figure ? 

*I have tried both,' replied Sutherland. 
* I think I like figure painting best.' 

' Then you shall not go far to find a 
subject,' exclaimed Caussidiere, waving 
his hand towards Marjorie. ' Ah, if I was 
an artist, I would like to paint mademoi- 
selle. I have seen such a fitce, such eyes, 
and hair, in some of the Madonnas of the 
great Eaphael.' 

Marjorie cast down her eyes, then raised 
them again, laughing. 

' He has painted me, and more than 
once ; but I'm thinking he flattered the 
sitter. Miss Hetherington has one of the 
pictures up at the Castle.' 

Caussidiere fixed his eyes suspiciously 
upon Sutherland. 
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* Do ' you work for pleasure, monsieur, 
or for profit ? Perhaps you are a man of 
fortune, and paint for amusement only ?' 

The question tickled the minister, who 

laughed merrQy. 

'I am only a poor man/ answered 

Sutherland, ' and paint for my bread.' 

^ It is an honourable occupation,' said 
Caussidiere emphatically, though not with- 
out the suspicion of a covert sneer. 'At 
one time the artist was neglected and 
despised ; now he is honoured for his 
occupation, and can make much money.' 

The minister looked at Sutherland with 
a mild air of Mendly patronage. 

' Johnnie is almost self-taught,' he said, 
'and has pursued his art against great 
difficulties. Why, it seems only yesterday 
that he was a wee callant, hanging round 
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the house for his playmate — our Marjorie. 
I always thought you cleverer than the 
rest, Johnniej and knew you had a soul 
above weaving! Besides, your father is 
a gifted man, and you inherit his love for 
the beautiful.' 

Sutherland did not reply. He felt the 
Frenchman's eyes fixed upon him, and he 
could not resist a certain feeling of irrita- 
tion. To tell the truth, he was still 
puzzling his mind as to the meaning of 
the other's presence there, and wondering 
if it was in any way connected with 
Marjorie. And in Caussidiere's manner, 
despite its studied politeness, there was an 
indescribable air of superiority, even of 
patronage, which he was beginning to 
resent. 

The conversation continued by fits and 



1 88 ANNAN WATER. 

starts, but Sutherland's appearance seemed 
to have quite destroyed the gay freedom 
of the little party. At last Solomon re- 
appeared, and grimly announced that it 
was nine o'clock. 

* We keep early hours,* explained Mr. 
Lorraine, * and are all abed at ten o'clock.' 

' Then I will go,' cried Caussidifere, rising, 
^ but I shall call again. It is not often, 
in Scotland, one finds such pleasant com- 
pany.' 

' I will wish you good-night,' said the 
minister, ' unless before you go you would 
like to join us in family worship ? Per- 
haps, however, being a French gentleman, 
you do not belong to our faith ?' 

'I am a staunch Protestant,' replied 
Caussidiere, with a curious smile ; ' and 
I will join you with pleasure.' 
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Sutherland decided to stay too, and when 
Mysie had been summoned from the kitchen, 
the little group, including her and Solomon, 
sat round the table, while Mr. Lorraine, 
with Bible and hymn-book before him, 
conducted evening prayer. A simple 
hymn was sung, a chapter read, and then 
all knelt down, while the minister prayed 
aloud. 

During the whole ceremony, whenever 
Marjorie glanced at Caussidifere, she found 
his eyes ardently fixed upon her — a fact 
which disturbed in no slight measure the 
• fervency of her devotion. Once or twice 
Sutherland intercepted this look, and his 
liking for the Frenchman, lukewarm from 
the beginning, sank down to zero. 

When all was done, 'good -night' was 
said and hands were shaken. Caussidiere 
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shook the minister's hand cordially, and 
favoured Marjorie with a warm and 
lingering pressure, which left her more 
disturbed than ever. Then the two men 
walked out of the house together. 

Solomon Mucklebackit shut the door 
behind them, and stalked into the sitting- 
room, where Marjorie and her guardian 
were standing, ready to retire for the night. 

* Wha's yon black-nebbit French parrot ?' 
he demanded abruptly. 

The black ' neb ' was a figurative allusion 
to Caussidi^re's moustache. 

' Do you mean Monsieur Caussidiere ? 
said the minister mildly. ' Solomon, my 
man, be good enough to speak of him more 
respectfully.' 

Solomon gave his customary snort of 
defiance. 
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* Wha is he, meenister ? What brings 
him doon here ?' 

* He is a French teacher of languages, 
Solomon, and Marjorie is his pupil.' 

* I dinna like him !' cried the sexton 

decisively. 

* Come, come, Solomon !' 

* I'm telling ye I dinna like him ! I saw 
him grinning to himsel' when you were 
reading oot frae the Book. He was 
laughin' at ye, meenister !' 

Here Marjorie broke in good-humouredly: 

' What ails you to-night, Solomon ? I'm 
sure he is a pleasant gentleman, and a 
kindly.' 

' Certainly,' said Mr. Lorraine, ' and one 
of extraordinary information. ' 

' Information,' repeated Solomon con- 
temptuously. *I tell you what it is. 



192 ANNAN WATER. 

meenister, if I saw a carle like yon 
hinging roon' the hoose after dark, Td 
— I'd — deil tak' me if I wouldna loclz up 
the spoons!^ 

And with this unexpected thunderclap, 
delivered with angry eyes and sonorous 
voice, Solomon Mucklebackit stalked out 
of the room, as he had entered it, re- 
fractory and determined. 

Marjorie and the minister looked at 
ea«h other in astonished perplexity, and 
then both forced a laugh. They were 
used to Solomon's ebullitions, which be- 
came more frequent as he grew older. 
Still, his angry words, ungracious and 
unreasonable as they were, did not fail 
to awaken uncomfortable feelings in them 
both. 

# # * # •JS- 
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Caussidi^re and Sutherland walked up 
the village side by side in the light 
of the moon, which was then at the 
foil. 

* You are a native of this place, mon- 
sieur?* said the Frenchman, after a long 
silence. 

*Yes,' was the quiet reply, 

* A charming place ! and the people still 
more charming! You have known our 
old friend a long, long time ?' • 

*Ever since I can mind.' 

' And his daughter — ^his foster daughter, 
I should say ? I have heard her story ; 
it is romantic, monsieur ; it touches my 
heart. Do you think her pretty?' 

Sutherland started at the question, 
which was made with apparent non- 
chalance, but in reality with eager sus- 

VOL. I. 13 
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picion. He was silent, and the other 
continued : 

* She is not like one of common birth ; 
she has the grace of a lady. I was 
struck with her elegance when she first 
came to me for lessons. Poor child! To 
have neither father nor mother, to be a 
castaway! It is very sad.* 

* She is happy and well-cared for/ 
sturdily answered Sutherland, who didn't 
like the turn the conversation was taking ; 
'and she has many true Mends.' 

'Yourself among the number, I am 
sure !' said Caussidifere quickly. 

'You are right there, at any rate,' 
returned Sutherland ; and he added coldly, 
'I'll wish you good-night.' 

He stood before the gate of his father's 
cottage and held out his hand ; the 
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Frenchman, however, did not attempt to 
take it, but kept his own hands in his 
coat pockets as he returned a polite 
* Good-night/ 

Caussidi^re strolled on till he heard 
Sutherland enter the cottage and close 
the door ; then he returned, and stood 
listening at the gate. 

There was a light in one of the win- 
dows, which was half-covered by a muslin 
blind. 

After hesitating for a moment, he stole 
in across the garden, and kneeling on 
the ground, so that only the upper 
part of his face projected above the sill, 
he looked in. 

Thus placed, he could see the interior 
of a humble apartment, in which several 
people, including his new acquaintance, 
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were seated, about to partake of a firugal 
supper. 

James Sutherland, the blind weaver, 
sat in his working clothes at the head of 
the table ; on his right hand was his son, 
opposite him Mrs. Sutherland, and on Aer 
right, little Jessie. 

As Caussidi^re watched, the blind man 
rose reverently, and all heads were bent ; 
his lips moved, and although no word 
was audible to the eavesdropper, he was 
evidently saying grace. 

Caussidifere had seen enough. He rose 
stealthily and crept back to the road. 

Then he walked carelessly on, laughing 
aloud. 

^ A common weaver's son ! almost a 
beggar!' he muttered to himself in his 
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own tongue. *What a fool you were, 
Caussidi^re, to take the alarm!' 

Well satisfied apparently with the en- 
tire state of things, the Frenchman strolled 
on to seek his night's rest at the viUage 
inn. 
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Caussidi^re appeared, coming round a bend 
of the road. 

^ Talk o' the deil !' muttered Solomon, 
adding quickly, with a look of pious self- 
reproach, ' Lord forgie me for naming Mm 
on the Sabbath day!' 

And with a scowl up the road, Solomon 
disappeared into the manse. 

Maijorie did not know whether to stand 
her ground or retire. Before she could 
decide what to do, Caussidi^re came up 
and smilingly saluted her. 

' Good morning, mademoiselle.' 

^Good morning,' answered Marjorie, 
rather coldly. 

* You are out early,' continued the 
young man. ^For myself, I could not 
sleep. The fresh country air acted on 
my brain like champagne, and kept me 
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wide awake. I was going for a morning 
stroll. Will you come with me?' 
Marjorie shook her head. 

* I have a great deal to do before the 
church begins. I — I cannot come.' 

* I am sorry for that. But I shall see 
you by-and-by.' 

* I think so/ she stammered in reply. 
'JMaybe! I can't teU.' 

Caussidi^re looked at her keenly, and 
then uttered an exclamation. 

*You are not angry with me, my 
child?' 

* Angry, monsieur ? Why do you ask 
that?' 

* Because — ah, perhaps it is my foolish- 
ness, but I thought you seemed a little 
angry! But it is not so? No? Then 
I am happy again. Tell me, at what 
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hour does the service of your church 
begin T 

^ At eleven. You are coming, then !' 

* Yes, since you are to be there.' 

' I think there will be , a good congre- 
gation,' said Marjorie, not noticing the 
words, nor the ardent look which accom- 
panied them. ' Mr. Lorraine is, a beautiful 
preacher ; I am sure you will like him.' 

* Perhaps — ^yet I am afraid.' 
' Afraid ?' 

* That if you are near I shall not hear 
much of the service.' 

* Pray do not talk like that, monsieur ; 
I am sure you do not mean it, and — ^and 
it is the Sabbath !' 

Caussidiere smiled ; then, forcing his face 
to a grave expression, he said : 

* Forgive me ! I will try to be good ; 
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but ah! you are more interesting to me 
than all the sermons in the world. Well, 
au plamr! You know what that means, 
my dear scholar? It means this — ^to the 
pleasure of seeing you again. But I see 
you are impatient, and I will not trouble 
you any longer now.' 

So he left her, having quite succeeded in 
disturbing the serenity of her seventh-day 
meditations. She turned back into the 
manse, struggling mentally, like a bird 
entangled in a net. The man fascinated 
and yet repelled her; his admiration flattered 
and pleased, yet irritated her. In her eyes 
he seemed handsomer and cleverer than 
ever, and where is the young maid over 
whom a handsome fece, combined with the 
prestige of intellect, does not exercise a 
certain spell ? She could understand 
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Sutherland's love for her; it seemed natural 
enough, and no great compliment ; but that 
Monsieur Caussidifere, a being altogether 
superior to her usual experience, and bo 
much wiser and cleverer than herself, should 
be seriously captivated, awoke a strange 
sensation of surprise and pride. His 
manners, too, were so engaging — so gay 
and unaffected, and yet so full of profound 
respect. Alas for Marjorie I She had 
already forgotten Miss Hetherington's warn- 
ing, and was beginning to yield to a growing 
&scLnation. 

Her prediction turned out to be quite 
correct ; there was an unusually large 
gathering that day in the little church. 

le families came in, in vehicles or on 
fiom the neighbouring farms ; the 

ere in decent broadcloth, the farmers' 
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wives resplendent in new summer bonnets 
and other finery ; and there were groups of 
labouring men and' girls, aU as brightly 
attired as their condition would allow. 
Then there was the doctor and his young 
wife, whom he had just brought fi-om Fife ; 
and other worthies of the parish, including 
Jock Steven of the inn, in a splendid 
embroidered waistcoat and the Gladstonian 
collar, known in Scotland as ' stick-ups.' 
James Sutherland, the blind weaver, occu- 
pied a seat, with his wife, son, and daughter 
by his side. Not far fi*om them sat Caussi- 
di^re, with his eyes turned towards Marjorie, 
whose place was just under the pulpit, close 
to the double row of forms occupied by the 
little lads and lasses of the village school. 
Just as the bells ceased to ring, and Mr. 
Lorraine was issuing from the vestry, there 
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was a stir in the congregation, and all eyes 
were turned to see Miss Hetherington, who 
appeared at the door and came slowly to- 
wards the family pew. The old man-servant 
foUowed behind her, carrying her Bible and 
hymn-book. She moved to her place, and 
gave one flash of her dark eyes round the 
congregation, while the servant placed the 
books before her, and withdrew to another 
part of the church. 

The service began. It is no part of my 
duty to describe it, or the sermon, though 
Mr. Lorraine was really, as Marjorie had 
asserted, a good preacher, and Solomon 
Mucklebackit, seated just under his master, 
spectacles on nose, had a way of delivering 
out the first words of the hymn, and of 
starting the air with his tuning-fork, which 
was sufficiently awe-inspiring. Once, as 
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Solomon struck the fork on the desk and 
applied it to his ear, the expression of his 
face was so comical, that Caussidifere could 
not repress a smile; and at that moment, 
unfortunately, he was detected by the pre- 
centor, who scowled at him with a coun- 
tenance of unutterable wrath. 

It was a warm and sunny day, as I have 
said— one of those days in early spring 
when the lambs leap, and waters are loud, 
and boughs rustle, and the very grass seems 
stirring and alive. A beam of golden light 
coming through one of the church windows 
fell fiiU on Marjorie Annan, and rested 
round her with a tremor of moted rays; 
and following the beam outward, the eye 
saw the boughs of a silver birch tree waving 
close to the pane, and beyond again, a peep 
of the blue sky. 
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A drowsy stillness, broken only by the 
measured tones of the preacher's voice, filled 
the sacred building. 

The farmers and labouring people sat and 
listened — half hearing, half dozing — enjoy- 
ing, after their six days of hard work, a 
delicious sense of rest. Girls crept closer to 
their lovers, drowsily happy. In the brightest 
place in the church, with her aureole round 
her, sat Marjorie Annan ; and three pairs of 
eyes at least were constantly fixed upon her. 
The first pair belonged to young Suther- 
land, the second to the French visitor, the 
third to the eccentric mistress of Hethering- 
ton Castle. 

Of these three individuals Caussidifere was 
the most ill at ease. The sermon bored him, 
and he yawned again and again. 

^ This tiresome Scotland !' he thought to 
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himself, as he sleepily regarded Marjorie 
and watched the increeping sunshine. 'To 
think of sitting in a dreary church on such 
a day, instead of walking about in the sun 
and rejoicing in the new birth of nature! 
In Paris just now the streets are gay; there 
is life and music and pretty feces every- 
where. But here — corbleu ! K it was not 
for la belle Marjorie I should run away/ 

Instead of running away, Caussidi^re went 
to sleep. 

He was awakened by a loud noise, and 
looking round him, he saw the congregation 
moving towards the door, and Solomon 
Mucklebackit, from the precentor's desk, 
glaring down at him in renewed indigna- 
tion. He rose languidly, and joined the 
stream of people issuing from the church. 

Out in the churchyard the sun was 
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shining golden on the graves. At the gate 
several vehicles were waiting, including the 
brougham from Hetherington Castle. 

As Caussidi^re moved down the path, he 
saw before him a small group of persons 
conversing — ^the blind weaver and his wife, 
John Sutherland, Marjorie, and the lady of 
the Castle. He passed by them with lifted 
hat, and moved on to the gate, where he 
waited. 

* Who's yon ?' asked Miss Hetherington, 
following him with her dark eyes. 

^ That is Monsieur Caussidi^re,' answered 
Marjorie, * my French teacher.' 

* Humph 1' said the lady. ^ Come awa' 
and introduce me.' 

She walked slowly down the path, while 
Marjorie followed in astonishment, and 
coming right up to the Frenchman, she 
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looked him deliberately from head to foot. 
Not at all disconcerted, he took off his hat 
again, and bowed politely. 

' Monsiem* Caussidi^re,' said Marjorie, 
* this is Miss Hetherington, of the Castle.' 

Caussidi^re bowed again with great re- 
spect. 

^I am charmed to make madame's ac- 
quaintance.' 

To his astonishment, Miss Hetherington 
addressed him in his own tongue, which she 
spoke fluently, though with an unmistakable 
Scottish inflection. 

^ You speak English well, monsieur,' she 
said. * Have you been long absent from 
your native land ?' 

' Ever since the crime of December,' he 
returned, also in French. * But madame is 
almost a Frenchwoman — she speaks the 

14—2 
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language to admiratioii. Ah, it is a plea- 
sure to me, an exile, to hear the beloved 
tongue of France so perfectly spoken ! You 
know France? You have lived there, 
madame?' 

* I know it, and know little good of it,' 
cried the lady sharply. * Are you like the 
rest of your countrymen, light and trea- 
cherous, beHeving in nothing that is good, 
spending their lives in vanity and sensual 
pleasure ? 

Caussidiere started in surprise; he was 
not accustomed to such plain speaking. 

* Madame is severe,' he replied, with a 
sarcastic smile. * She does not approve of 
the morals of my nation ? No ? Yet, jpar- 
hleul they compare not imfavourably with 
those o{ pious Scotland 1' 

This rebuff rather disconcerted the plain- 
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spoken lady, who was driven back upon 
her citadel of idiomatic Scotch. 

* Think ye sae !' she said, with a harsh 
laugh. ' And what ken you o' pious Scot- 
land, as ye call it? Hae you lived sae 
lang amongst us without finding man or 
woman to set your foreign lordship a good 
example ?' 

'Pardon me,' said Caussidifere, in the 
same dry tone as before. ' I am foolish 
enough to place reliance, not upon my own 
observation, but upon — what you call — 
statistics !' 

' Stateestics, quotha !' echoed Mrs. Hether- 
ington. *Weel, you're glib and clever 
enough, I dinna doot, to twist a bunch o' 

lily flowers into the shape o' a soo's lug — 
if ye ken what that is ! You may sneer at 
our Scotch morals as ye please, my man, 
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but my certie! we hae taught your lord- 
ships many a sair lesson, besides the one ye 
learned sae weel at Waterloo !' 

And she turned up the path impatiently, 
while the Frenchman shrugged his shoulders 
and looked loftUy indignant. Marjorie, 
who had watched the preceding passage of 
arms with no little anxiety, not quite fol- 
lowing the conversation so long as it took 
place in French, glanced imploringly at 
Caussidi^re. 

^ Don't mind Miss Hetherington,*^ she 
said, when that lady was out of hearing. 
* What Mr. Lorraine says of her is true : her 
bark's waur than her bite, and she means 
no offence.' 

* Who is she, my child ? Oh, I remember, 
the eccentric old lady whom you visited 
yesterday.' 
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Marjorie nodded; and at that moment 
Mr. Lorraine came down the path, fol- 
lowed by Solomon, and met Miss Hether- 
ington, who began talking to him vehe- 
mently. 

* She is not very polite/ muttered Caussi- 
di^re ; ' and see, she is already abusing me 
to your guardian.' 

He held out his hand. 

* Good-bye ! I shall see you, perhaps, later 
in the day.' 

* Perhaps. Oh, monsieur, you are not 
offended ? 

* Not at all,' replied Caussidi^re, though 
the look with which he regarded his late 
antagonist rather belied his words. *I 
forgive her for your sake, my child!' 

He looked so sad and injured that Mar- 
jorie quite pitied him and felt angry 
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with Miss Hetherington for having been 
so rude. 

* What must he think of us ?' she thought 

to herself as he walked away with a sigh. 
*He, who is so polite to everybody, 
so unwilling to cause anyone a moment's 
pain!' 

Without waiting any longer, she walked 
over to the manse. In a few minutes Mr. 
Lorraine joined her, and informed her that 
Miss Hetherington, in a high temper, had 
driven away home. Questioned as to what 
had taken place, Marjorie warmly defended 
Caussidi^re, and soon convinced her guar- 
dian that the rudeness had been all on the 
other side. 

* Well, well,' said the minister, * we must 
bear with her ; in spite of her strange ways 
and violent temper she has a kind heart, 
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and you, my bairn, have no sincerer 
friend.' 

Here Solomon Mucklebaekit, who had 
been Kstening to the conversation, delivered 
his personal fiat. 

^ Mrs. Hetherington's right,' he said. 
' She doesna like him, and she's a wise 
woman !' 

* Solomon, my man,' said the minister, 
with some severity, *we were not asking 
yomr opinion.' 

* But ye'll get it, meenister. Are ye blin', 
that ye canna see what brings the birkie 
here? Na, na, Marjorie, you needna froon. 
He's coming after yoursel', and I wish he 
were a hunnerd miles awa'.' 

*It's not true I* cried Marjorie, her eyes 
filling with indignant tears. 'Oh, Mr. 
Lorraine !' 
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' Solomon, leave the room ! You have 
no right to use such language!' exclaimed 
the minister indignantly. 

' I hae this right/ returned Solomon, 
moving to the door, *that the bairn's my 
foster as weel as yours, meenister. I'm 
speaking for Marjorie's gu^l You can 
order me frae the room if you please — aye, 
and turn me frae the hoose — ^but I'll say 
this in your teeth — " I dinna like him, and I 
dmna trust him, and 'twas an ill win' that 
blew him doon here." ' 

He passed out of the room, but the next 
moment thrust in his head, saying : 

' And he went soond asleep in the middle 
o' your ain sermon, the awtheist ! I had a 

mind to fling the muckle hymn-book at his 
heid 1' 
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Marjorie did not go to church again that 
day. She had a headache and kept her 
room. It was altogether a gloomy after- 
noon. Mr. Lorraine, secretly troubled in 
his mind, had difficulty in concentrating his 
thoughts on his religious duties, and Solo- 
mon preserved an invincible taciturnity. So 
the day passed away, and evening came. 

There was no evening service, for Mr. 
Lorraine was too infirm to conduct three 
services in one day. After a dismal tea, to 
which Marjorie came down, the minister sat 
reading a volume of sermons, and presently 
Marjorie left the room, put on her hat, and 
strolled into the garden. 

It was a beautiful evening, and the moon 
was rising over the far-off hills. With her 
head still aching wearily, the girl wan- 
dered out upon the road and into the 

i 
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churchyard. She crept close to the 
western wall and looked for a long time at 
one of the tombstones. Then, sighing 
deeply, she came out and strolled up the 
village. 

The bright weather and the fresh air 
enticed her on and on till she came to the 
rural bridge above Annan Water. 

All was still and peaceful ; not a sound, 
not a breath disturbed the Sabbath silence. 
She leaned over the stone parapet and looked 
sadly down. 

Her thoughts were wandering far away 
— ^flowing, flowing with the murmuring 
stream. She had fallen into a waking 
dream, when she heard a footstep behind 
her. She started and uttered a low cry as 
she saw a dark figure approaching in the 
moonlight. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THIS GBEEN-ETED MONSTER. 

The figure advanced rapidly, and in a 
moment Maijorie recognised her tutor. 

' Monsieur Caussidifere !' she cried. 

' Yes,' returned the Frenchman quietly, 
'it is I!' 

He took her hand in his, and found it 
cold and trembling. 

' I have finghtened you,' he said. 

' Yes, monsieur ; I was startled because 
I did not hear you coming, and I seemed to 
be far away.' 
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* You were dreaming, Marjorie?' 
' Yes, monsieur, I was dreaming.' 
She did not notice that he called her by 
her Christian name; had she done so, she 
would have taken little heed. It seemed but 
natural that he should do so ; she was so 
small and young, he so much beyond her 
both in years and education ; and, indeed, 
was she not known to everyone as plain 
Marjorie Annan? 

She seemed strangely sad and pre-occupied 
3-night. After the Frenchman had joined 
er she relapsed into her former dream; 
te folded her arms upon the bridge again, 
nd fixed her sad eyes upon the flowing 
Lver. Caussidifere, partaking of her mood, 
)oked downward too. 
* You love the Water, Maijorie?' 
' Yes ; it is my kith and kin.' 
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* You have been here for hours, have 
you not ? I sought you at the manse 
in vain.' 

* I was not here, monsieur. I was in 
the kirkyard among the graves/ 

* Among the graves T returned the 
Frenchman, looking anxiously at her. * A 
strange place for you to wander in, my 
child ! It is only when we have seen 
trouble and lost fiiends that we seek such 
places. For me it would be fitting perhaps, 
but for you it is different. You are so 
young, and should be so happy.' 

' Ah, yes !' sighed Marjorie. * I am 
happy enough.' 

*And yet you sadden the days that 
should be brightest by wandering near the 
dead. Why did you go to the churchyard, 
little one ?' 
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* Why, monsieur ? To see my mother's 
grave/ 

' Your mother's grave ? I thought you 
did not know your mother/ 

* They say she was my mother/ returned 
Marjorie quickly. ' She was found drowned 
in Annan Water — was it not dreadful, 
monsieur? — and she was buried yonder in 
the kirkyard when I was a little child/ 

* And you think she was your mother ?' 

* They say so, monsieur, but I do not 
think it is true/ 

•No?' 

^ I have gone to her grave and stayed by 
it, and tried to think they are right, but I 
cannot — I aye come away as I did to-night 
and look at Annan Water, and feel it more 
my kin/ 

'Marjorie!' 
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' Yes, monsieur 1' 

' I fancy you are right, child ; perhaps 
your mother lives/ 

' Ah, you think that ?' 

^ More ; she is perhaps watching over 
you, though she cannot &peak. She may 
reveal herself sonae day/ 

' You believe so, monsieur ?' repeated 
Marjorie, her face brightening with joy. 

' It is very probable, my child. You 
are not of the canaille^ Marjorie. When 
I first saw you, I knew that ; then- I 
heard your story, and it interested me. I 
thought, " We are strangely alike-^we are 
like two of a country cast adrift in a foreign 
land, but our destinies seetn to be one. 
She is exiled from her kindred ; I am 
exiled from my home. She has a kindly 
heart and will understand me ; we must be 
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friends." We will be friends, Marjorie, will 
we not ?' 

He held out his hand, and the girl 
took it. 

*You are very good,' monsieur,* she 
answered simply. 

' Then you must treat me as a friend 
indeed, little one!' he answered. 'I will 
take no money for your lessons ; it is a 
pleasure for me to teach you, and — ^and 
Mr. Lorraine is not rich.' 

^ Mr. Lorraine ?' said Marjorie, opening 
her blue eyes ; 4t is not Mr. Lorraine who 
pays for my schooling, but Miss Hether- 
ington.' 

* Is that so?' 

^ Yes, that is so. Mr. Lorraine did not 
wish to have me taught beyond my station ; 
but Miss Hetherington said I must learn.' 



THE GREEN-EYED MONSTER. 227 

Caussidifere seemed to reflect profoundly. 
'Miss Hetherington is a philanthropic 
lady, then 7 

* Do you think so, monsieur ?' 

* Do not you think so, Marjorie, since she 
is universally kind and generous ?' 

' Ah,' returned Marjorie, ' I do not think 
she is always generous, monsieur j but she 
is very kind to me. Why, she has almost 
kept me ever since I was a child.' 

To this the Frenchman did not reply. 
He leaned forward carelessly, as if dreamily 
watching the water, but in reality he was 
stealthily watching Marjorie's face. A new 
light had come into Marjorie's eyes, and 
her brow was knit^ Presently he spoke 
again, returning to the subject, which 
seemed to possess a strange interest for him. 
He reminded Marjorie of the encounter 
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between himself and Miss Hetherington 
that afternoon; and by a little quiet 
questioning he got her to talk unre- 
strainedly of the strange relations between 
Miss Hetherington and herself. Thus he 
learned that the lady, not content with 
helping Marjorie, had given fifty pounds 
for a picture of her, * though,' Mar- 
jorie hurriedly explained, *it was more 
to patronize Mr. Sutherland than because 
she wanted the picture.' 

* Which proves that she is a philanthro- 
pist after all,' said the Frenchman quietly. 
' Mon Dim^ I am sorry I have offended the 
lady ! I adore all people who do good deeds.' 

* You have offended her, monsieur ?' 

*I fear so, my child. She was violent 
against my country, which I could not hear 
abused. I defended the absent, voild, toutP 
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Again there was silence between theiii ; 
the Frenchman seemed somewhat dis- 
turbed ; he lit a cigar and watched 
Marjorie through the clouds of smoke. 
Presently the clock in the church tower 
struck the hour, and Marjorie started. 

' I must be walking home/ she said. 

She began to move across the bridge, 
the Frenchman keeping beside her ; he 
took her hand and placed it on his arm, 
but Marjorie quickly drew it away again. 

^ You are not angry with me ?' he asked 
in alarm. 

* No, indeed, monsieur, I am not angry, 
but- ' she paused, confused. 

'Well?' said he. 

'It would not look right,' said Marjorie 
desperately ; ' we are so different — you 
and 1/ 
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* Ah, I understand/ he replied sadly ; 
*a poor exiled Frenchman is no fit com- 
panion for you — ^you will give him a word 
in private^ and the poor devil clutches at 
it as a starving dog would clutch at a 
bone J in public he is no longer your 
friend/ 

* Indeed, monsieur, you misunderstand,* 
said Marjorie quickly. *I did not mean 
that ; I— I ' 

'Pardon, my child! I am a brute to 
distress you ; but I am not what I was, 
Marjorie : much sorrow and adverse for- 
tune have made me sad, and almost bitter-^ — 
yes, alas ! made me doubt my best friends ; 
but I will doubt you no more, for you are 
my one comfort in this dreary land/ 

They had been walking steadily onward, 
and now they reached the door of the 
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inn. Marjorie paused and held forth her 
hand* 

* Good night, monsieur/ she said. 

* Good night ! — shall I not walk with 
you to the manse, little one ?' 

Marjorie shook her head. 

* I would rather walk there alone.' 

The Frenchman shrugged his shoulders* 
' Eh him I since you wish it I will think 
you are right. Good-night, my little 
friend, and an revoir^ 

He took the hand which she had ex- 
tended towards him, raised it to his lips, 
then patted it as if he had been patting 
the fingers of a child ; it was this air of 
fatherly friendliness which made her trust 
him, and which won for him all the 
sympathy of her affectionate heart. It was 
so terrible to be alone, thought Marjorie ; 
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to be exiled from his country, . his home, 
his friends. She pitied everyone in trouble, 
and she pitied and sympathized with 
Caussidiere above all, never once dreaming 
that pity is a dangerous thing, and some- 
times turns to love. 

When Caussidiere imprinted a kiss upon 
her hand she neither blushed nor drew 
it away ; but she said softly : 

^ Good-night, monsieur, God bless you !' 
at which the Frenchman kissed her hand 
again, then, turning quickly, entered the 
inn. 

Marjorie turned too, feeling her kind 
little heart overflowing, and walked away 
down the moonlit road. She had not 
gone many steps when she was abruptly 
joined by a man. She did not start nor 
sqem surprised; indeed, while she was 
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parting with the Frenchman she had seen 
John Sutherland watching her from the 
opposite side of the road. 

' Good evenmg, Johnnie/ said Marjorie 
quietly. \ Why did you not come forward 
and speak to Monsieur Caussidifere T 

The young man started, but made no 
answer. 

* Johnnie, what is wrong ?' she asked. 

He paused and looked at her. 

' Marjorie/ he said, ^ tell me what you 
were doing with that man T 

It was no time for his reproaches ; her 
whole soul rose in revolt. 

' With that man ?' she repeated angrily. 
* Do you mean with Monsieur Caussi- 
diere ?' 

' Yes, with that villainous Frenchman,' 
he returned, driven recklessly onward by 
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his anger. 'Why are you always m his 
company, Marjorie Annan T 

Marjorie drew herself proudly up. 
Had the Frenchman seen her then, he would 
have had little doubt as to the stock whence 
she came. 

' I am in his company because I am his 
friend,' she answered proudly. * Yes, his 
friend ; and as his friend I will not hear 
him insulted. Good-night.* 

She walked quickly away, but in a 
. moment he was again beside her. 

* Marjorie, will you not listen to me T 
^ No, I will not,' returned the girl 
angrily. * Whatever you have to say 
against Monsieur Caussidiere you shall not 
say to me. He was right ; you are all 
against him, and you are the worst of all. 
Do you think it just or kind to abuse a 
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man simply because he is a stranger and 
unfortunate ? What has Monsieur Caussi- 
diere ever done to you that you should 
dislike him so much ?' 

The young man stared at her flushed 
cheeks and angry eyes ; theii he exclaimed : 

* Marjorie, answer me ! Tell me it's 
not possible that you care for yon 
man?' 

She flushed crimson and turned away. 

^I care for anyone/ she answered 
evasively, ' who is alone, and who wants a 
friend. Monsieur Caussidifere has been 
very kind to me, and-and I am sorry for 
him.' 

* You are more than that, Marjorie — ^but 
take care, for I know he is a scoundrel.' 

* How dare you say so ?' returned 
Marjorie. . ' You are a coward, Johnnie 
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Sutherland. If he were here you would 
not speak like that.' 

* I would say the same to him as to you. 
If he were not a scoundrel he would not 
entice you from your home.' 

This was too much for Marjorie. She 
uttered an indignant exclamation, and, 
without deigning to reply, hastened rapidly 
away. This time he did not hasten after 
her ; and almost before he could recover 
from his surprise she had entered the manse 
door. 

She found them preparing for evening 
prayers. 

Both Mr. Lorraine and Solomon were 
getting uneasy at her absence. Solomon, 
the moment the load of anxiety was lifted 
from his heart, began to rate her soundly, 
and asked her where she had been. 
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' To the kirkyard first,' she answered, 
^ then to Annan Bridge/ 

* Alane ?' asked Solomon, who guarded 
her like a very watch-dog. 

* No/, answered Marjorie, ' not alone/ 
*And wha might have been your com- 
panion?' 

* I had two/ she replied. * Johnnie 
Sutherland and Monsieur Caussidifere/ 

' Monsieur Caussidifere ?' repeated Solo- 
mon contemptuously ; * the sleekit French 
scoondrel wha laughed at the meenister's 
prayers, and sleepit owre the meenister's 
sermon? Braw company for a Sabbath 
night, I'm thinkin', and for Marjorie 
Annan. Ye'U pray for Monsieur Caussi- 
diere mayhap, and muckle gude your 
prayers will do liim.^ 

In one thing Solomon was right — Mar- 
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jorie did pray for Monsieur Caussidiere; 

» 

for since she found that every voice was 
raised against him, her Kttle heart warmed 
to him the more. So she prayed for him — 
for the man whom she believed to be fully 
deserving of her friendship, perhaps of her 
love. 




CHAPTER XIIL 

CAUSSIDlijRE FINDS A CLUE. 

When the Frenchman sat at breakfast the 
next morning he was thinking a good deal 
of Marjorie Annan, and, strange to say, the 
next individual mingled up intimately in 
his reflections was Miss Hetherington of 
the Castle. 

' There is a mystery,' he said to himself, 
as he sipped his chocolate and ate his bread- 
and-butter ; ^ and if they were to search all 
England, and perhaps la belle France^ they 
would not find a man better able to unravel 
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a mystery than myself. The old witch 
was a fool to abuse me ; she may have cause 
to regret it before our acquaintance shall 
cease. Let me see. Why did she become 
violent? Ah, I have it! Because I said 
the morals of France would compare with 
those of bonnie Scotland. It was a random 
shot, but it told, it seems.' 

He rose, walked to the window, and 
looked out. 

He could see in the distance the dim 
outline of the Castle woods. 

' A charming place,' he continued ; ' old 
and crusty, like its mistress. If I were an 
artist now I But, alasl my education in 
that respect has been neglected, which I 
regret now for the first time in my life. 
Parhleu! I must think, for the fault must 
be remedied. Since I am not an artist, and 
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cannot sketch the Castle, I must be in- 
terested as an amateur in something which 
the Castle contains.' 

He left the window, returned to the table, 
and proceeded leisurely to finish his break- 
fast. 

* Marjorie T he said. ^ Marjorie Annan 1 
Ma foi ! but it is a pretty name, and she is 
a pretty creature who bears it ; and she is 
of gentle birth, too — every look and gesture 
tells me that ! How things are changing ! 
I had thought her a mere plaything ; I 
had thought her fit to make the dull hours 
pass pleasantly for me till such time as I 
could return to my native land — but it 
seems she may be destined for something 
better. Well, we shall see.' 

There remained but four days before the 
classes reopened, and the Frenchman re- 
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solved that those days should not be spent 
idly. To a casual observer it would seem 
that he did nothing, for the great part of his 
time seemed to be spent in wandering about 
the meadows and lanes lazily, cigar in 
mouth, enjoying the spring sunshine. 
Sometimes during those strolls he met 
Maijorie, and had some pleasant talk with 
her ; sometimes he called at the manse to 
chat with Mr. Lorraine, receiving a scowl 
from Solomon as he came or went. Strange 
to say, at neither of these interviews, either 
with Marjorie or her foster-fether, did he 
ever again mention Miss Hetherington's 
name. 

But, on the other hand, Miss Hethering- 
ton was becoming strangely interested in 
him* 

After that scene with Marjorie on Sunday 
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night, Sutherland was in a state of despair ; 
for two days he walked about in misery; oil 
the third day his resolution was fixed, and 
he determined to act. He went up to the 
Castle and sought an interview with Miss 
Hetherington. 

'Weel, Johnnie Sutherland,' began th'e 
lady, regarding him grimly, * what's wrong 

now ?' 

Five minutes before, the young man had 
been resolute, but once he found himself 
under the lady's baleful eye he grew ex- 
tremely ill at ease. 

* Miss Hetherington,' he began, blushing 
and looking strangely uncomfortable, * I- — I 
wished to speak to you.' 

' Of course, of course/ replied the lady 
impatiently, 'else why did ye come to 
Annandale ? What's your news ?' 

16—2 
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*I think — ^in fact, I am sure — ^you are 
interested in Marjorie Annan.' 

* Call ye thit news ? Disna a' the glen 
ken Fm interested in the lassie, because 
she's good and bonnie ? What more T 

* You would be sorry if she came to 
harm T 

In a moment the lady's fiice changed. 

^ Deil take the lad !' she exclaimed ; 
^ what's he driving at ? Where's the harm 
that's threatening Maqorie Annan ?' 

* The Frenchman !' said Sutherland. ' She 
is being wooed away from her home by the 
Frenchman.' 

' What do you mean ?' asked the lady 
sharply. * What fool's tale is this that ye 
bring to me, Johnnie Sutherland ?' 

Emboldened at last, Sutherland spoke 
out. He told of the scene which he had had 
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with Marjorie, of her anger against himself, 
and of her constant meetings with the 
stranger. Miss Hetberington listened with 
averted head, and laughed grimly when he 
had done. 

* I see how it is,' she said ; ^ 'tis the old 
tale ; twa lads and a lassie. But I dinna 
like the Frenchman, Johnnie, no more than 
yoursel'. I'll speak with Mr. Lorraine, 
maybe ; 'tis his work to keep the baimie 
right, though he does his work ill, I'm 
thinking. You're a good lad, Johnnie ; and 
as to Marjorie, she's a short-sighted eediot 
not to see wha's her friend.' 

She spoke lightly and cheerfully ; but the 
moment Sutherland disappeared, both her 
face and manner changed. 

* The lad was right,' she said. * Love has. 
made him keen- sighted, and he has told me 
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truth. Marjorie is in danger. Now is the 
time when she needs the care o' kind folk to 
keep her fi^e the one false step that ruins all. 
Marjorie Annan, what shall I do for you, my 
bairn?' 

She stood for a time meditating; then she 
looked at her watch, and found it was still 
early in the day ; she summoned her old 
servant, ordered her carriage, and a quarter 
of an hour later was driving away towards 
the town of Dumfries. 

On the way, a few hundred yards from 
the manse door, she saw the Frenchman 
nonchalantly strolling onward in the direc- 
tion of the manse. Monsieur Caussidiere 
Swept off his hat and bowed almost to the 
ground ; but the lady stared sternly at him 
and made no sign. 

A strange smile lit the Frenchman's 
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face as the clumsy old carriage swept 
on. 

'Madame/ he muttered, 'you do not 
know what you do when you declare open 
war with Caussidi^re!' 

He turned and strolled on in another 
direction — across the field and through the 
lanes towards Annandale Castle. After 
the first half-mile his face brightened, his 
step quickened, and he walked right up 
to the door like a man who has a fixed 
purpose in view. 

Caussidi^re walked boldly forward and 
pulled the bell. The first summons pro- 
duced no eJSfect at all; on its being 
repeated, however, the old serving - man 
shuffled to the door, and, seeing a stranger, 
asked in somewhat sharp tones what he 
sought. 
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The Frenchman's face wore its most 
winning smile as he replied suavely : 

* I seek Madame — or rather I should say 
Mademoiselle ' 

The old man's fiuje was black as thunder. 
Foreigners were by no means popular in 
Annandale. 

' If you are thinking to see Miss Hether- 
ington, ye'll no be gratified. She's awa' till 
Dumfiries and beyont, and she'll no be hame 
till nicht.' 

The Frenchman looked disappointed. 

' I am sorry/ he said. ' I should have 
liked to see the lady. When do you think 
she will be back, my fiiend.'^' 

^ The nicht. What dae ye want wi' her?' 

'Very little after all, you will say. I 
merely wished to be allowed to inspect the 
northern tower of the Castle.' 
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*Ye wish to gang wannerin' ower the 
hoose? It canna be dune.' 

*You are right, my friend/ returned 
the Frenchman blandly, * Of course it can- 
not be done, since the mistress is away.' 

' ff the mistress, as ye are pleased to ca' 
her, was ben the hoose it would be a' ane. 
It couldna be done. A bonnie thing, on my 
life, to turn Annandale intill a show-hoose 
for a' the carles i' the toon!' 

The Frenchman put his finger and 
thumb into his waistcoat pocket, and drew 
forth something, which he placed in the old 
man's hand. 

'I am sorry to have troubled you, my 
friend/ he said, *but since you say the 
interior of the Castle is not on view, 
perhaps I may be permitted to walk for ten 
minutes in the garden?' 
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The old man looked down ; there in his 
withered palm lay a golden piece of money. 
He started and looked again. At first he 
felt impelled to give it back ; then his lean 
fingers closed over the prize, and with a 
grunt he put it in his pocket. 

'May I be pennitted/ said Caussidiere, 
* to walk in the grounds ?' 

* Of coorse, of coorse/ returned the old 
fellow testily, * what for no ? The grounds 
are open till ane as well as till anither !' 

' Thanks, my good fiiend.' 

The Frenchman lifted his hat in his most 
courteous manner, and was about to move 

away, when the voice of the old servant 
arrested him. 

^ Will you come back when Miss Hether- 
ington's hame? I dinna ken, but maybe 
she'd let ye ben the hoose/ 
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* No, I cannot return/ 

'And wherefore no?' 

' Because on the morrow I return to my 
work in town. This was an idle day, and 
I had hoped to spend it pleasantly. How- 
ever, since mademoiselle will not trust 
you ' 

'And wha dare say that?^ broke in the 
old man angrily ; ' wha dare say that Sandie 
Sloan canna be trusted by the Mistress o' 
Annandale ?' 

' Pardon me, good friend,' interrupted 
the Frenchman, more blandly than before ; 
' I was about to say, but you interrupted 
me, that mademoiselle would not trust you 
to show the Castle.' 

'And wha might it be that set that 
tale aboot? No show the hoose? have 
I no shown the hoose to folk before 
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the day? Ay, and if I had a mind I could 
show it till yersel', tho' you think I 
canna.' 

The old fellow evidently wanted to be 
taken at his word, and the Frenchman 
immediately gratified him. 

'Thanks, good fiiend,' he said, as he 
stepped into the hall. 

The plunge once taken, the deed was 
done. The Frenchman had paid liberally 
for civility, and he was about to get his 
money's worth. His polite manners, 
coupled with his liberality, soon cleared 
away the old man's prejudice against 
foreigners. 

* Maybe,' said he, remembering the gold 
which lay in his pocket, 'noo you're here, 
you'd like to see a' the hoose. The Lord 
kens there isna muckle to see ; the auld 
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place is fading awa', like the line o' the 
Hetheringtons.' 

' I have heard/ returned the Frenchman, 
* that Miss Hetherington was the last of the 
family/ 

' And you hae heard richt. 'Twill be an 
end to a' the Hetheringtons when she gangs 
her gait.' 

* It is strange, is it not, that she never 
married ?' 

Caussidi^re as he spoke looked curiously 
at his companion, but the old man's face 
did not change. 

* Aye,' he returned, * there was ance a 
time when folk thought she wovld mairry. 
She gangit awa' to London toon ; after she 
came hame there were letters through the 
post for her ilka day. Ae day Mr. Hugh 
took the letters frae the postman wi' his ain 



254 ANNAN WATER. 

hand, and that nicht we heard moans and 
cries at mirk. In the morning the mistress 
was sent awa', driven forth by Mr. Hugh, 
we thought ; and she was awa' for months.' 

* And after she returned ?' 

* Aye, but no' till she had promised to 
be obedient till her brither. Then she cam* 
to Annandale, but she was a changed 
woman. She bore Mr. Hugh's mark upon 
her face then, as she bears it noo !* 

* And that is long ago ?' 

* Aye, seventeen years.' 

' Seventeen years !' thought the French- 
man. ^ That is the very age of Maqorie 
Annan !' 

It was a strange coincidence. Caussidi^ 
kept it in his mind as he followed the foot- 
steps of his guide^ 

They passed from room to room, finding 
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each one gloomier than its predecessor. 
The old man pointed out the pictm^es and 
various relics which he thought might be 
interesting, and Caussidi^re glanced about 
him with eyes like a hawk. As they 
passed onward his face became less radiant; 
a frown of weariness and disappointment 
began to cloud his brow. At length the 
whole of the Castle had been examined, and 
the two men began to descend the quaint 
oaken stairs. Caussidi^re, lingering as if in 
no haste to be gone, still talked pleasantly, 
and glanced impatiently about him. 

Presently they passed the half-open 
door of a kind of boudoir. Caussidi^re, 
who had looked keenly in, paused sud- 
denly. 

* Surely,' he said, ' I know that face !' 
The old man went forward, and pushed 
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open the door, and the Frenchman, follow- 
ing closely upon him, entered the room, 
and stood thoughtfully regarding the object 
which had arrested Ms attention. It was a 
picture, a good-sized painting, which hung 
above the mantelpiece. 

' Tis Marjorie Annan,' explained the old 
man, 'foster-daughter to the minister. 
'Twas painted by Johnnie Sutherland. The 
mistress bought it because she likes the 
lassie, and because it has a favour o' 
herser/ 

The Frenchman stared. 

' Like Miss Hetherington ?' said he. 

* Aye, like hersel',' returned the old man. 
'You'd no be denying it if you saw the 
picture in that press. 'Tis Miss Hether- 
ington at seventeen or eighteen years of 
age!' 
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' I should like to see the picture/ 
' Aweel, aweel, you should see it ; but 
the press is locked, and Mysie has the 
key.' 

' You could not get it, I suppose ?' 
'Aye, I could get it,' returned Sandie, 
still under the influence of the Frenchman's 
gold. ' Bide awhile and you shall see.' 

He shuffled off, leaving the Frenchman 
alone. 

The moment he was gone, Caussidi^re's 
face and manner underwent a complete 
change. He sprang upon the room, as it 
were, with cat-like fury, turned over papers, 
opened drawers, ransax^king everything 
completely. At last he came upon a drawer 
which would not open ; it was in a writing 
cabinet, the counterpart of one he had at 
home; he pressed a hidden spring : in a 
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moment the drawer flew open, and Caussi- 
difere was rapidly going over the papers 
which it contained. 

Suddenly he started, drew forth a paper, 
opened and read it. A gleam of light 
passed over his face. He folded the paper, 
thrust it into the inner pocket of his coat, 

and closed the drawer. When the old man 
returned with his key, he found Caussidiere 
with his hands behind him, quietly regard- 
ing the picture of Marjorie Annan. 
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Ready-IMoney IMortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
l\Ay Little Qirl. 
The* Case of i^r. Lucraft. 
The>Qoiden Butterfly. 
By Ceiia'e Arbour. 
The Monl<8 of Thelama. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

Besant (Walter), Novels by: 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men: 
An Impossible Story. With Illustra- 
tions by Fred. Barnard. X>owa 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. fid. 

The Captains' Room, &c. With 
Frontispiece by E. J. Wheblbk. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

All In a Garden Fair. Three Vols., 
orown 8vo, 81s. 6d. [Shortly. 
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Birthday Books :—^ 

The Starry Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthday Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Birthday Flowers: Their Language 
and Legends. By W. J. Gokdon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colours by 
Viola Boughton. In illuminated 
cover, crown 4to, 68. 

The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
lUusts., small 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 

bookf. Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uni- 
form in size lor binding. 

Aeademy Notes, separate years, from 
1675 to -F882, each Is. 

Academy Notes, 1883. With Illustra- 
tions. Is. 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Volume, with nearly 6oo 
Illustrations in Facsimile. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

Qrosvenor Uotes, 1877. 6d. 

Grosvenor Notes, separate years, fronf 
1878 to 1882, each Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1883. With Illus- 
trations. Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illustrations. Is. 

The English PIcturesat the National 
Gallery. X14 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Masters at the Natlona. 
Gallery. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Bi^ckburn, and 249 
Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, Sf. 

The Paris Salon, 1883. With over 
300 Illustrations. Edited by F. G. 
Dumas. (English Edition.) Demy 
8vo, 38. 

At the Paris Salon. Sixteen large 
Plates, printed in facsimile of the 
Artists' Drawings, in two tints. Edited 
by F. Gi Dumas. Large folio, 1b. 

The Art Annual, 1882-3. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 38. 6d. 

The Art Annual, 1883^. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 58. 

Blake (William) : Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Boccaccio's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days* Entertainment. Translated 
^ into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, P-.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Or. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 



Bower8'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Canters In Crampshlre. Oblong 4to, 
half-bound boards, 2l8. 

Leaves ft<bm a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals. 
Oblong 4to, half-bound, 2l8. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by : 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 

. Adventure ia Asia, Africa, and 

America. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

88. HA. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Savage Life. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
'. ,38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

Brand's Observations on Pop. 

ular Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vul^r Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hxmky Ellis. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, eilt, with 
numerous Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Bret Harte, Works by : 

Bret Harte's Collected Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Aathor. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, te. each. 

Vol. I. Complbtb Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel 
Plate Portrait, and an Introduction 
by the Author. 

Vol. II. Earlier Papers— Lvck op 
RoARiNo Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argonauts 
— Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conrot. 

Vol. V. Stories — Condensed 
Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, In 
Prose and Poetrv. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllbw, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Gabriel Cbnroy : A Novel. Post Swo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
28. ; cloth limp, 2s. fid. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 
8vo. picture cover, l8. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

The Luck of Roarlntf Camp, and 
other Sketches. Post ivo, illostnted 
boards, 28. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. Fcap 8vo^ 
picture cover. Is. ; cloth extra, a. 8d. 

Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9i. ; 
cloth limp, 28. 00. 
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Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader** Hand book of Ai I ualone, 
Referonoea, Plota, and Storiee. 
Third Edition, revised throngboat, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
CounxTB Engush Bxblxookaprt. 
Crown 8vo. 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 

71. eo. 

A DIotlonary of Mli*aelea: ImiUtive, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 
doth extr a, 7s. 9a. [/» preparatim. 

Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Ballade of Life, Love, and Humour. 

With a Frontispiece br AaTHua 

HuGHBS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6e. 
Selected Poema of Robert Buchanan. 

With Frontispiece by T. Dalzibl. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Undertonee. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

ei. 

London Poems. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 68. 
The Book of Orm. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 6s. 
White Rose and Red : A Love Story. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Idyllo and Legends of Inverburn. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Tale 
of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 
piece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

The Hebrld Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He? 
brides. With Frontispiece by W. 
Small. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

A Poet's Sketch-Book: Selections 
from the frose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. 

Robert Buchanan's Complete Poeti- 
cal Worke. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7g. 6d. [/>> preparation. 

The Shadow of the Sword : A Ro- 
mance. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Child of Nature : A Romance. Wi^h 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 38. 6d.; post 8yo, illustrated 
boaras, 28. 

Qod and the Man : A Romance. With 
Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline: A 
Romance. With a Frontispiece bv 
A. W. Cooper. Crown 8vo, clotn 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Love Mo for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Annan Water: A Romance. Three 
Vols., cr. 8vo, 3l8. 6d. llmmediaUly. 



Brewster(8irDavld),Works by: 

More Worlde than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. Post 
8to, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galileo. Tycho Brahb, and Kep- 
ler. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Lettere on Natural lliaglo, A New 
Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Being and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by J. A. 
Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 48. Gd. 

Brillat-Savarln.— Gastrononny 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated bv R. *£. Anderson, M.A. 
Post8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Browning. — ^The Pied Piper of 
Hamelln. By Robert Browning. 
Illust. by George Carlinb. Large 
4to, ilium, cover. Is. [/» preparation. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by : 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Kathleen Mavourneer- Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover. Is. 

Lindsay's Luck. Fcap. 8vo, picture 
cover. Is. 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover. Is. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised : Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bus- 
ton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Burton (Captain), Works by : 
To the Qold Coast for Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Vbrnby Lovbtt Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2l8. 

The Book of the Sword: Being ^ 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. Bf Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 828. [In preparation, 

Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. 4 With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, eninraved 
by Goodall, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 
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Byron (Lord): 

Byron's L«tt«rs and Joupnals. With 
Notices of his Lifs. By Thomas 
Moore. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly rsviaed, with Twelve 
full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don Juan. Complete in One 
Vol., post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. - 

Cameron (Commander) and 

Captain Burton.— To theQold Coast 
fsr Gold : A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Vernby 
LovBTT Cameron. With Frontispiece 
and Maps. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 2l8. 

— - - ^ ■■■■,■  

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 

Juliet's Guardian. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

deceivers Ever. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
a8.6d. 
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Campbell.-.White and Black: 

Travels in the United States. By Sir 
George Campbell, M.P. Demy 8vol 
Cloth extra, 148. 

Carlyle (Thomas) : 

Thomas Carlyle: Letters and Ra* 
collections. By Moncure D. Con* 
WAY, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 68. 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
hy R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra. 
Illustrated, Is. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson, 
1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

Century (A) of Dishonour: X 

Sketch of the United States Govern- 
ment's Dealings with some of the 
Indian Tribes. Crown 8vo, clo^ 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Chapman's (Qeorge) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtfal ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 188. ; or separately, Os. each. 



Chatto & Jackson A Treatlsa 

•n Wood Engraving, Historical sad 
Practical. By Wk. Andrew Cratto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohm; 
and 450 fiae Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition, Large 
4to, half-bound, 



Chaucer : 

Chaucer fbr Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawexs. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Haweis. Demy 8vO| cloth limp, 28.6d. 

Cobban »The Cure of Souls: 

A Story. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Collins (C. Allston) The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post8vo, illusurated boards, 



Collins (Mprtlmer & Frances)^ 

Novels by: \ 

Sweet and Twenty Post 8vo, Ulus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Frances. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. ! 

Blacksmith and Scholar. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ^ 

The Vllla|e Comedy. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth exUra, 9b. 6d. 

You Play Me False. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28.; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

' .-— —  J 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Sweet Anne Page. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated beards, & ; crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 60. 

Transmiaratlon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
88. 6d. 

From Midnight to Midnight. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ; crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins," " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Peetical, of George CoL- 
UAN. With Life by G. B. Bucxstonb, 
and Frontispiece by HooARTH. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 60. 
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Collifi* (Wrikfe), Novels by. 

Baeh pott 9wo, iUuttrated boards, 2l; 
cloth limp, 2i. 6d.; or crown 8vo, 
Cloth eztxa» Illustrated, Ss. 6A. 
Antonlna. lilast. by A. Comcamsii. 

Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gii^ 
BSKT and J. Maromky. 

HMe and Saek. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbbrt and J. Maronbt. 

The Dead Sacret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbbbt and A. Concanbn. 

Queen of Hearts. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbbat and A. Concanbn. 

My MIeoetlanlee. With Illustrations 
by A. Concanbn, and a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkxb Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbbbt and 

F. A. Frasbr. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 
by G. Du MAURiBBand F. A. Frasbr. 

Man and WIfo. lUust by W. Small. 

Poop Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 
Hughbs. 

Miss op MPS.P With Illustrations by 
S. L. FiLDBS and Hbnry Woods. 

Ths New Magdalen. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and C. S. Rands. 

The Fpozen Deep. Illustrated by 
G. Du Mauribr and J. Mahonby. 

The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 
by S. L. Fildbs and Sydney Hall. 

The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted HoteU Illustrated by 
Arthur Hopkins. 

The Failen Leaves. 
Jezebei's Daughter. 
The Biacic Robe. 



Heart and Science : A Story of the- 
Present Time. New and Cheaper 

 Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. [In preparation. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathbrinb 
Ryan. Post 8vo, clpth limp, Ste. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 

Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 
Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 Illusts. 1 888. 

A Necltlaoe of Stories. Illustrated 
bv W. J. Hbnnbssy. Square Svo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

The Wandering Jew. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Thomas Carlyie : Letters and Re- 
ooitections. With Illustrations* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Oi. 



Cook (Dutton), Wprks by : 

Hours with the Players. With a 
Steel Plate Frontispiece. New and 
Cheaper Edit, cr. Svo, cloth extra,6B. 

Nights at the Play: A View of the 
English Stage. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Leo: A Novel. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Footer's Daughtep. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28.; crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Copyright.— A Handbook of 
English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
SiDNBY Jerrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Es(q., Barrister -at-Law. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances 

of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by RoBBRT Hunt, F.FLS. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshamk. Crown Svo, 
clot h extra, 7 8. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sur 
Edward Crbasy, Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.** 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with 13 
Portraits, 78. 6d. 

Cruikshank (George): 

The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Sekibs : The First from iSas 
to XS43 ; the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine. Landells, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6d. each. 

The LKte of George Crulkshanlc. By 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
" The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With S4 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad* 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

Robinson CpUsos. A choicely-printed 
Edition, with 37 Woodcuts and Two 
Steel Plates, by George Cruik- 
shank. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78- 6d. 
100 Large Paper copies, carefully 

firinted on haad*made -paper, with 
ndia proof) of the Illustrations, 
price 86b. [In preparation. 
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Cumming. — In the Hebrides. 

By C. F. Gordon Cumming. Author 
ot " At Home in Fiji." With Auto- 
type Facsimile and Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By ToHN E. Cussans. 
r.ntirely New ana Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
aitd Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cJ 3th extra, 78. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyplbs. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daniel. — Merrle England in 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations oy Robt. Cruik 



; Dv 

, ClOl 



SHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. By Alphonse 
Daudet. Translated oy C. Harry 
Meltzer. Newand Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88 .6d. IShortly. 

Davenant. — What shall my 

Son be? Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, includini; Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 188. 

De Mai8tre,^A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xatibr db Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwbli.. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 8d. 

Derwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Qui* Lady of Tears. Crown 6vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Clrce'8 Lovers. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. [/n preparation, 

DIokens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
Sketohaa by Boz. 
Tha Plokwick Papers, 
Oliver Twist. 
NIcholM NIokloby. 



Dickens (Charles"^, continued— 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



The Speeches of Charles Dickens, 
X841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herns Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 



About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
RiMUER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10b. 6d. 



Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.. {Preparing. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights,Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenfort Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half- 
bound, 128. 6d. [In preparation. 

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook 
of Miscellaneous Information ; in- 
cluding the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Cnriositics, 
and the like. By Wm. A; Wheeler 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Den.7 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Reader's Handbook of Alft- 
slons, Refsrsncas, Plots, ard 
stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brbwex, 
LL.D. Third Edition, revised 
throuriiout, with a New Appendix, 
contaming a Complete English Bib- 
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. With 
Historical and Explanatory Notes. 
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. 

WoihIs, Faots, and Phi>ases : A Dic- 
tionary ot Curions, Quaint, and Out- 
of-tbe-Way Matters. Bt Eubzb» 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 
128.60. 
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Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Literary FrivolitiM, Fancies, Folllaa, 
and Frolioe. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
Si. 6d. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eocentrl* 
oltlee. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Dopan. — Memories of our 

Great Towns ; with Anecdotic Glean- 
ings concerning their Worthies and 
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran, 
F.S.A. With 98 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 7b. 6d. 

Drama, A Dictionary of the. 

Beiag a comprehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
hfteses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davenport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's 
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown Bvo^ 
half-bound, 1 2b. 6d. [In preparation. 

Dramatists, The Old. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Por- 
traits. 6s. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes 
Critical and Exi>lanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford. 
Edited by Colonel Cunningham. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including the doubt- 
ful ones; Vol. II., tAe Poems and 
Minor Translations, with an Intro- 
ductory Essay by Algernon Chas. 
Swinburne ; Vol. III., the Transla- 
tions of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Affarlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
ham. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Gifford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 



Dyer. — The Folk - Lore of 

Plants. By T. F. Thiselton Dyer, 
M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

[In preparation. 



Edwards, Betham-. — Felicia: 

A Novel. Bv M. Betham-Edwards. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. ; 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. 

Edwarde8(Mrs.A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, iUus- 
« trated boards, 2b. 

Arohls Lovall. Post 8vo, illust. bdB.. 
ftl. ; cr'own 8v&, dkith e«ra, ft. icL 



Eariy English Poets. Edited, 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A.B.GROSART, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 68. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davles' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlok's (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Herbert ( Lord) of Cherbirry's Poems. 
Edited, with Introduction, by J. 
Churton Collins. Crown Svol 
parchment, 88. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By 
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo, illust. 
boards, 28. ; cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Emanuel — On Diamonds and 

Precious stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition 
With nearly 6oo Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.). 

Works by : 
stories from the State Papers 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Eyes, The.— How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
37 Illustrations. Crown Svo, l8.; cloth 
l8. 6d. 

Fairholt.—Tobacco : Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in aU 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair. 
HOLT, F.S.A. With Colonied Fronti«. 

Siece and ap^[^8 of xoo lUnitra- 
onA by the Aufhttl'. Crowa &vtH doth 
extrS)Qi. 



CHATTO 6* WWDVS, PICCADILLY. 



Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information: 
including the Names of CelelM'atea 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edite(f by William Crookbs, F.C.S. 
Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4l. 6d. 

On the Vapious Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.CS. 
Post Svo, cloth extra, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

PaiMrs: Observations^ on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Worl<s by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3i. 6d. 



Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, aiid 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes, by the Rev. A. 
B. Grosart, D.D. Crown Svo, cioth 
boards, 6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. By Albany db Fonblanqub. 
Post Svo, ulostrated boards, 2i. 



Franclllon (R. E.), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illust. boards, 28. each. 

Olympla. 

Queen Cophetua. 

One b y One. 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. Svo, picture 
cover. Is. 

French Literature, History of. 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy Svo, el. bds., 78. 6d. each. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
Cirous Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the Coojurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry.— Royal Guide to the Lon- 
don Charities, 1883^. By Herbert 
Fry. Showing, in alphabetical order, 
their Name, Date of Foundation, Ad- 
dress, Objects, Annual Income, Chief 
Officials, &c. Published Annually. 
Crown Svo, cloth, l8 6d. 

Gardening Bool<s: 
A Year's Wori< in Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the P'lower.Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By George Glenn y. Post Svo. cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. » 

Our Kitchen Garden The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Ti^rold, Author of "The 
Garden that Paid the Rent," &c. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Janb 
Jerrold. Illustrated. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By ToM Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, illus- 
trated cover, l8.; cloth limp, l8. 6d. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By Francis George Heath. 
Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 6s. ; gilt edgeSf Gs. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1883. One Shilling Monthly. 
"The New Abelard," Robert Bu- 
chanan's Nsw Serial Story, was begun 
in the January Number. "Science 
Notes," by W. Mattieu Williams, 
F.R.A.S., is also continued monthly. 

•»* Now ready, the Volume for January 
to June, iSSs, cloth extra, price 88. 8d. ; 
Coid for binding, 28. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Christmas. 1883. Containing Two 
Complete Novels by Percy Fitz- 
gerald and Mrs. Alexander. Demy 
Syo, illuminated cover, is. [Preparing 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Qarrett TheCapel QIpIs: A 

Novel. By Edward Garkett. Post 
8vo, illnstrated boards, 2l. ; crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Si. 6d. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Gborqb Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6i. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7b. 6d. 

Qibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Each in crown Bvo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d.; 
or post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. 

Robin Gray. 

Fof* Lock of Gold. 

What will the World Say ? 

In Honour Bound. 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

Queen of the Meadow. 

In Pastures Green. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. 
The Dead Heart. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. each. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 

    ^     

Fancy-Free. Three Vols., crown 
8vo, 8lB. 6d. [In the pr ess, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Poet 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 

oTTbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. First Sbries 
contains The Wicked World — Pygma- 
lion and Galatea — Charity — The 
Princess— The Palace of Truth— Trial 
b]r Jury. The Second Series con- 
tains Broken Hearts — Engaged — 
Sweethearts — Gretchen — Dan'l Druce 
—Tom Cobb— H.M.S. Pinafore— The 
Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 



Qlenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Gborob 
Glenny. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2i. 6d. 



Godwin. — Lives of the Necro. 

mansers. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 
limp, U. per volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. 0.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Songs for 
Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 
Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. With an Introduction 
by G. a. Sala. 

Holmes's ?' o'essor at the Break- 
fast Table 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 

Traveller. 
Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 

Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in Oiie Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other -Pieces. - 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
GOKfERiE Ranking. 

Pascal's Provinoial Letters. A New 
Translation, whh Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In* 
troductory Essay by Saintk-Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. £. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Kssay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 

Cythna, &c. 
Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 

Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, including A 

Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 

Irvyne, &c. 
White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 

Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 
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Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An Encyclopaedia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected' and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt and gilt edges, 78. 6di 

Gordon Gumming. — In the 

Hebrides. By C. F. Gordon Cumming, 
Author of "At Home in Fi]L'» With 
Autotype Facsimile and numerous 
full-page Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Graham. — The professor's 

Wife : A Storjr. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. -Svo, . picture cover, Is.; cloth 
extra, 28. 6d. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNBK. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. Hubffer. With 5^5 Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Greenwood (James), Worths by: 

The Wilds of London. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Guyot.-^The Earth and l\1an ; 

or. Physical Geograi^y in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Acassiz, Piercb, and Gray; 
13 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt« 4s. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6a. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

iVIaiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 8s. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Legends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

The Serpent Play. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 



Half-Hours with Foreign Nov- 

ellsts. With Notices of their Lives 
and Wirings. By Hei,en and Alicb 
ZiMMERN. A New Edition; Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C- Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew -Haluday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2a. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix de 
Salamanca. Post 8vo, cloth limp,2s. 6d. 

Hanl<y.Panky : A Collection of 
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremkr. With 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
4s. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus).— 'Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust* 
boards, 2s. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of " Far frdm the Madding 
Crowd.** Crown 8vo, clqth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R,), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 68. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 108. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.). — American 
Humorists. Including Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward,Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. « 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 8d. each; 
peat 8to, illostrated boards, 2i. each. 

Qarth. 

Ellloe Quentln. 

Sebaatlan Strome. 

Mra. Galnabopough'a DIamondt. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, la. ; 
dotn extra, 3b. 6d. 

Fplnoa Saronl'a Wlfs. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, Si. Od. 

Duat: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, Si. 6d. 

FoPtune'a Fool. Three Vols., crown 
Svo, Sli. 6d. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
FsAMCis Gborgb Heath, Author <n 
•' The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6i. ; cloth gilt, and gilt 
edges, Si. 

Helps (Sip^rthur), Works by : 

Animala nnd thelp Maatera. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, 2i. Sd. 

Social Preaaure. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2i. Sd. 

Ivan de BIpon : A NoveL Crown Svo^ 
^ cloth extra, 3s. Sd.; post Svo, illos- 
trated boards, 2i. 

Heptalogia (The); or. The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, &L 

Herbert The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by J. Churton 
Collins. Crown Svo, bound in parch- 
ment, Si. 

Herrick's (Robert) HesperldeSi 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth 
boards, ISl. 

Hesse . Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst vonX Worka by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra. Si. Sd. 

The New SouthWeat: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With xoo fine Illustrations and 3 
Maps, , Pemy Svo, cloth extra, 
•tt, » [In preparation* 



HIndley (Charles), Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Si. Sd. each. 

Tavern AnaodotM and Savings : In- 
clading the Origin of Sicns, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Qnbs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Llfs and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jaok. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Chaklbs Himdley. 

- - I - - 1 '1 - — 

Holmes(OllverWendell),Work8 

by: 
The Autocrat of the Breakfkst- 
Table Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post Svo, cloth limp, 
2i. Sd.*^ another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, a. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
Svo, cloth limp, Si. 

Holmes. — The Science of 
Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmbs, M.D. Crown Svo, 
cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2i. Sd. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream ol the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and aoo Illustra- 
tions. crown Svo, cloth extra, 7a. Sd. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole : 
A Noah's ArksBoloi^. lal Narrative. 
With 35 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C BiUsiES. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Si. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 3M, 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adven(ures,Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, ajid 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 
gilt,7i.6d. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem. 

in Three Books. By Richard Hbn- 
GisT HoRNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by suif- 
MBRS. Tenth Edition, crown Syo> 
Cloth extra, 7i. * ' 
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Howell.— -Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Rco- 
nomically considered : Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. 3y Gbokgk 
Howell. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7b. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olubr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Thorn loroft's Model. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, St. 6d.; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

The Leaden Casket. Crown Svo, 
cloth extrsL 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Self Condemned. Crown Svo, clotb 
extra, 3b. 6d. {Shortly. 

Ingelow Fated to be Free V A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, S8. 6d.; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2a. 

Irving (Henry). — The Paradox 

of Acting. Translated, with Annota* 
tions. from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe 
sur le Com6dien," by Walter Her- 
RiES Pollock. With a Preface by 
Henry Irving. Crown Svo, in parch- 
ment, 4s. 6d. 

Irving (Washlngton),Work8 by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. each. 
Talee of a Traveller. 
Talee of the Aihambra. 

James. — Confidence : A Novel. 

By Henry James, Jun. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 60. ; post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Each 
crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. Gd. ; or post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Dark Colleen. 

The Que e n of Conna u ght. 

JefTerles Nature near Lon- 
don. By Richard Jefferies, Author 
of "The Gamekeeper at Home/' 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68, 



Jennings (H. J.).— Curiosities 

of Criticism. By Henry J. Jennings. 
Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 60. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roeicrucians : Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. fid. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

The Garden that Paid the Rent 
By Tom Jerrold. Fcap. Svo, ill us- 
trated cover, l8. ; cloth Imip, l8. 6d. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. . Illustrated. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. Post Svo, cloth 
limp, 28. Od. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works 

by: 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
200 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
78. Sd. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiPFORD. Edited bv Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, Ob. per 
Volume. 

Josephus.TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews ''^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., Svo, with 53 IHustntiDOi 
uDd Maps, plotb ^xtra, gilt, 14% . - 
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Kavana^h.— The Pearl Foun- 
tain, and other Fairy Stories. By 
Bridost and Julia Kavanaoh. With 
ThirtT lilostrationabyj. M«yR Smith. 
Small 8vo, cloth gilt, 8i. 

 *   

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

Chapter! on Art and Artists. By 
Robert Kxmpt. Pott 8vo, cloth limp, 

i^ed. 

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Eaoh crown 8to, cloth extra, SiL M. ; 
or poet 8to, illostrated boards, 2i. 

Oaicahott Oaatte. 

Numbep Seventeen. 

  -    . 

Lamb (Charles) : 

Mafy mnd CharJea Lamb: Their 
Poems. Letters, and Remains. With 
Reminiscences and Notes by W. 
Caksw Haxlitt. With Hancock's 
Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles 
of the Title-pages of the rare First 
Editions of Lamb's and Coleridge's 
Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Bvo^ cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

Lamb'e Complete Worka, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

Elnal Editions, with many Pieces 
itherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shxphsrd. With Two Portraits and 
FacstmUe of a Paae of the " Essav 
on Roast Pig.'' Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, 7l. 6d. 

The Eeeaye of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2l. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care> 
fnlly Reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Uires and Penates; or, The 

Background of Life. By Floren-cs 
Caddy. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 68. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c. : 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, " The 
Arabian Nights* Entertain- 
ments.*' A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illastratod 
by many hundred Enjsravings on 
Weod, from Original Designs by 
■Wm. Har%tby. a New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole, with a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8yo» cloth extra, 78. 6A. each, 



Lane's Arabian Nights, &c. : 

AriU) Ian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from '* The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lane, Author of "The Modem 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley 
Lan trPooLS, Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 



Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks 

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3b. 6d. 

Clerical Anecdotes. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Forensic Aneodotee Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. Post 8vo. cloth 
limp, 2b. 6d. 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by: 

Carols of Cockayne. With numerous 
Illustrations, rost 8yo, cloth limp. 
28.6d. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, cloth 
lim-> 2b. 6d. 

Life In London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik* 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7b. 6d. 

" *' - - 1. -I •-■ -  -«  - f    - 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

witch Stories. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidsoa 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Patricia Kemball. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 

The World Well Lost. 

Under wnlch Lord ? 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

" My Love ! " 



lone. Three Vols. , crown 8vo, 3l8. Sd. 

iShortlj, 

Locks and Keys. — On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi* 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, Demy ^to, half Rox- 
burghe, 18i. 
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Longfellow : 

Longfbllow'8 Complete Prosa Works. 
Including "Outre Mer»' "Hyper- 
ion." "Kavanagh," "The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromley. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Longfollow's Poetical Wopke. .Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Onginal 
Editions. With numerous fine lUus- 
Uations on Steel and Wood. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Lunatic Asylum, My Experl- 

encee In a. By A Sane Patient. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 68. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Fprench Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, clo th bo ards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Work8 

by ! 

A History of Oup Own TImee, from 
the Accession of QueejL Victoria to 
the General Election oFiSSo. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.— Also a Popular Edition, m 
Four Vols, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
68. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s. IShortly, 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [In preparation. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ea«h. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Linley Rochford 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donn a Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 
Maid of Athens. With m Illustra- 
tions by F. Barnard. 3 vols., crown 
8vo,3l8.6d. IShortly. 

McCarthy (Justin H.), Works 

Seraplon, and other Poems, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. .... 

An Outllneof the History of Ireland. 

from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
' sent Day. Cr. 8vo, l8. ; cloth, 18. ott. 



MaoDonald (George, LL.D.)» 

Works by : u 

The Princess and Curdle. .With 11 
Illustrations by James AiiEN». SmaU 
crown 8vo, cloth extra» 98, . . _ 

Gutta-Peroha Willie.^ the Worttog 
Genius. With 9 Illustrations by 
Arthur Hughes, Square 8voi cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ^ ^ , 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. Viiih a Fron- 
tispiece by J. E. MiLLAis. Crown 
8vo„ cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post filvp. 
illustrated boards, 28. 

ThomeCs WIngfold, Curate. Wftfl-.. 
Frontispiece by C. J. Stahiland. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macdonell.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnbs Macdonell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. No*es on PoP^lar G^ame8. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo,, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. . " ' _ 

Macllse Portralt-Gallery (The) 

of I Mustrlous Literary Chara6tw^^^^ 
with Memoirs-Bioeraphicaa, Oitwal. 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal'-^Hus- 
Sative-bf the Literature of the fbrm^ 
half of the Present Century. By 
WiLLiAU Bates, B.A. With %Porr 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crowe 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. -. it, . 

Macquold (Mrs.), Works by . 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Ulna- 
*"trations by Thomas R.Macquoxd.. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6a, 

Pictures and Legends ftwn^ Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With nmner- 
ous Illustrations by Thomas R 
Macquoib. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 
10s. 6d. 

Through Normandy. Withgallhis. 
trTtions by T. R. Macquoid. Squans, 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6a. 

Through Brittany. With numMoqs 
luSsttations by T. R. Majquoid. 
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 78. oO. ^ 

About Yorkshire. With 67 lUustr*. 
tions by T. R. Mac 3U01D Engraved 
by Swain. Square 8vo, cloth extra. 
108. 6d. 

ThA Evil Eye, and other Storie*. 

^ crown 8V0, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 
8vo, Ulustrated boards, 28. r. 

Lost Rose, and other Stories. Crowu 
8vo, clott extra, 88. 6d. ; po»t 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 
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Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 

4«rton«« : Poems of tbe End of Life. 
By Chaklcs Mackay, LL.D. Crown 
8to, cloth extra, 6i. [/« the press, 

Ma^lolan'8 Own Book fThe): 

Performances with Cups ana Balls, 
Sggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
firom actual Experience. Edited hy 
W. H. Ckbhbr. With 200 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery : Tricks with 

Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4f. 6d. 

Magna Charta. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 6l. 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by: 

Th« New Republic ; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosopfaf in an Endish Country 
House. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 2l 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2i. 

The New Paul and Virginia : or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2{g. 6d. 

Poemt. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 88. 

Is Life worth Living ? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Momtgombris Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
I and Introduction, by Col. Cunnjng- 
HAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

^^^^— ^»^  I  —  -   - '  "  

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; or, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Open ! Sesame ! 

^ Written In Fire. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Data. 
A LIttIa Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 



Mark Twain, Works by : 

Tha Choice Works of MaHc Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Adventurea of Tom Sawyer. 
With 100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. Cheap Edition, 
illust rated boards, 28. 

An Idle Exoujslon,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly aoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New 
Klgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship *' Quaker 
City's " Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. Chbap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Plbasukb 
Taip "},post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 lUustra- 
tions. Orown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The stolen White Elephant, &c 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Ci;own 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 1. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. CuNNiNGHAii. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Hbnry Mayhbw. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 6d. per \ olume. 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavikr db Maistre. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W. 
Davenport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac'a "Comedle Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular 
Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Qastrenomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savakin. 
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Mayfair Library, continued-^ 
The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities. Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Beg. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Sbribs. Contaiaing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dani Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates ot Penzance. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir Arthur 

Helps. 
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 

J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Clerical Anecdotes. By Jacob Lar- 
wood. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jxces Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry S. 
Leigh. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robert 
Macgregor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 

The New Republic. By W. H. Mal- 
lock. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 
Cholmondelby-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Puck on Pegasus. ByH.CuoLMONpE' 
ley-Pen NELL. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix de Salamanca, 



Mayfair Library, continued — 

By Stream and Sea. By William 
Senior 

Old Stories Retold. By Walter 

Thornbury. 
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilso n. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
A|(e, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies. 
Licentiate of the Royal College of 
Physicians of London. Crown 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth, l8. 6d. 

^    

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4«. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by: 

Touch and Qo. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra. 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Mr. Dorllilon. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young : or, The House of Life : Hu- 
man Pnvsiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations By Mrs. 
F. Fenwick Miller. Small 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set of Rules for the Management ot 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. Small 8vo, 
Is. ; cloth extra, l8. 6d. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 
Small 8vo, l8. ; cloth extra, 18. 6d. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. Small 8vo, 
l8. ; cloth extra. Is. 6d. 

Moncrieff. — The Abdication ; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W: D. Scott-Moncrieff. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter,A.R.A., Colin Hunter. 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
*4to, bound in buckram, 2l8. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by: 
A Life's Atonement. Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra, 38. W. ; post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 
Joseph's Coat. With Illustrations by 

F. Barnard. Crown 8vo, clcth extra, 

38. 6d. 
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D. C MuRKAY*s Novels, continued^ 

Coals of Fire. With Illustrations by 

Arthur Hopkins and others. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra^ 8& 6d. 
A Model Tathep, and other Stories. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 

8vo, illastrated boards, 28. 

Val Strange : A Story of the Primrose 
Way. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Heapte. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. [Shortly. 

By the Gate of the Sea. Two Vols., 
post 8vo, 128. 

The Way of the Wopld. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, Sl8. 6d. [Shortly. 

North Italian Folk! By Mrs. 
CoifYNS Carr. lUust. by Randolph 
Caldecott. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra,78. 6<1. 

Number Nip fStories about), 

the Spirit of tne Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustrations by J. 
MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Ollphant. — Whiteladles: A 

Novel. With Illustrations by.ARTHUR 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 
Songe of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Mueic and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Laye of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 108. 6d. 

Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 6b. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. each. 

Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalla. 

Cecil Caetlemalne's Gage. 

Triootrln. 

Puck. 

Folle Farlne. 

A Dog of Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

T¥vo Little Wooden Shoes. 



Ouida'8 Novels, continutd-^ 
SIgna. 

In a Winter City 
Ariadne. 
Friendship. - 
Moths. 
Piplstrello. 
A Village Commune. 



In Maremma. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Bimbt: Stories for Children. Square 
8vo, cloth gilt, cinnamon edges,78.6d. 

Wanda: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. [Shortly. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Selected 
from the Works of Ouida, by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. [In the prtss. 

Page (H. A.), Works by i 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims: A Study. 
With a Portrait Post 8vo, doth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
m a Tale. By toe late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In* 
trodnction and Notes, by T. M'Crxs, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
Paul Ferroll : A Noveh 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed His Wife. 



Payn (James), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; or 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than We're Painted 

By Proxy. 

Under One Roof. 

High Spirits. 

Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent 

Some Private Views. 

From Exile. 
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James Payn's Novels, continued— 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentlnck'8 Tutor. 
Murphy's Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
A Woman's Ven^eance^ 
CeoH's Tryst. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With Ulus- 
tratioBS by W. Small. 

For Cash Only. | Kit: A Memory. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With lUastcations. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 

Soci^t^, Selected and Edited by H. 

C. Pennell. 



Phelps.— Beyond the Gates. 

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps. 
Author of " The Gates Ajar." Post 
Svo, cloth limp. 28. 6d Published by 
special arrangement with the Author, 
and Copyright in England and its 
Dependencies. iSkortly. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by: 

The Cyclopsedia of Costume ; or, 
A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ec- 
clesiastical, Civil, and Militaiy— from , 
the Earliest Period in England to the 
Reign of George the Third. Includ- 
ing Notices of Contemporaneous 
Fashions on the Continent, and a 
General History of the Costumes of 
the Principal Countries of Europe. 
Two Vols., demy 4to, half morocco, 
profusely Illustrated with Coloured 
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, 
£7 7s. The Vols, may also be had 
separately (each complete in itself) 
at £3 Iftl. 6d. each : Vol. I. Thb 
Dictionary. Vol. II. A General 
History of Costuus in Europe, 



Planche's Works, continued — 

The Pursuivant of Arms; or. Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 18x9 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, hy his 
•Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Pirkis. — Trooping with Crows : 

A Story. By Catherine Pirkis. Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, Is. 

Play-time : Sayings and Doings 
of Babyland. By Edward Stanford. 
Large 4to, handsomely printed ia 
Colours, 58. 

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, aud 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhorne. Two Vols, 
Svo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan):— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Maple Roget, and 
other Stories. Poet Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. . 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

f)lete in One Volume. Post Svo, cloth 
imp, 28. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Vajentina: A Sketch. With a Fron- 
tispiece by Hal Ludlow. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 23. 

The Foreigners. Three Vo Is , crown 
Svo, 318. 6d. [Shotily. 

Proctor (Rlchd. A.), Works by ; 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illus- 
trations. Small crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 48. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Pleasant Ways in Science. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Rough Ways made Smooth : A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. Svo, cloth extra,69. 
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R. A. Pkoctor*8 Works, continued-' 

Oup PI«o« among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrastini; oar Little 
Abode in Space and Tune with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 0ik 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Saturn and Its System. New and 
Revised Edition. with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

The Great VM*amld: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, te. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7l. Od. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, li. 6d. 

Pyrotechnist's Treasu ry (The); 

or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
Bv Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
4l. 6d. 

Rabelais' Worlcs. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustave 
DoRB. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

»- - - I, -■■■■III 

Ram bosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7i. 6d. 

* I I » » I I ■— ^^^M — I I 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewkr. 
Third Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 
7b. 6d. 

Reade (Charles, D.C.L.), Novels 

by. Each post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2b.; or crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, illustrated, 38. 6d. 

Peg Wofrington. Illustrated by S. L. 
riLDBS, A.R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 
William Small. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwell. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 
Patbrsqn. 



Charles Rbadb's Novels, cottHnued— 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 

Ths Double Marriage. Illustrated 
by Sir John Gilbert, R.A., and 
Charles Kbbne. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keens. 

Hard Cash. Illustrated by F. W. 
Lawson. 

Griffith Qaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDEs, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illustrated by George 
Dv Maurier. 

Put Yourself In His Place. lUus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edward Hughes and* A. W. 
Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated 
by Helen Paterson, S. L. Fildes, 
A.R. A, Charles Green, and Henry 
Woods, A.R.A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 
Crauford. 

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couldery. 

Readiana. With a Steel Plate Portrait 
of Charles Rbade. 

A New Collection of Stories. In 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. [Preparing. 

Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin WARD Richardson, M.D., &c 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), ISovels by: 

Her Mother's Darling. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3b. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2b. 

The Prinee of Wales's Garden Pcu*ty, 
and other Stories. With a Frontis- 

Siece by M. Ellen Edwards. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Worlcs by : 

Our Old Country Towns. By Alfred 
Rimmer. With over 50 Illustrations 
by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 10a. 6d. 

Rambles Round^ton and Harrow. 
By Alfred Rimmer. With 50 Illus- 
trations by the Author, Square 8vo. 
cloth gilt. 10b. 6d. 

About England with Dickens. With 
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer 
and C. A..Vandbrhoof. Square Svo. 
cloth gilt, IQs. 64. -»—♦-«• 
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Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Women are Strange. Crown Svo, 
doth extra, 3b. 6cL 

The Hande of Justice. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3l. 6d. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

The Poets' Birds. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. 

The Poets' Beasts. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. lln preparation, 

Robinson Crusoe : A beautiful 

reproduction of Manor's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and iVo Steel Plates by 
Gborgb Cruikshank, choicely printed. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6cL zoo 
Large- Paper copies, printed on hand- 
made paper, with India proofs of the 
Illustrations, price 36s. 



Rochefbucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimte- 
Beuvb. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. X066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 
price Ba. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Russell (Clark).— Round the 

Galley-Fire. By W.Clark Russell, 
Author of "The Wreck of the 
Grosvenor," Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Sala — Gaslight and Daylight. 

By George Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (168S to 1847). Edited 
by Henry Sanson. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

^^ — — — 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; or 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 
One Againet the World. 
Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 
Th« Tw9 Orenmer^, 



Science Gossip: An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange and Gossip 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Edited by T. E. Taylor, Ph.D., F.L.S., 
F.G.S. Monthly, price 4d: Annual 
Subscription 68. (including Postage). 
Vols. I. to XIV. may be had 
at 78. 6d. each; and Vols. XV. to 
XVIII. (iSSi), at Bb. each. Among the 
subjects included in its pages will be 
found : Aquaria, Bees, Beetles, Birds, 
Butterflies, Ferns, Fish, Flies, Fossils, 
Fungi, Geoloey, Lichens, Microscopes, 
Mosses, Moths, Reptiles^ Seaweeds, 
Spiders, Telescopes, Wild Flowers, 
Worms, &C. 

" Secret Out " Series, The ; 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusefy 
Illustrated, 4s. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Bxperi- 
ments in Drawing-room or " White 
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300 
Engravings. 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or, 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Belle w. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difl5cult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements . 
By Clara Bellew. With many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
mer. 200 Illustrations. 

Maglo No Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c., with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Frontispiece and many Illus- 
trations. 



Senior (William), Works by : 

Travel and Trout In the Antipodes. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
By Stream and Sea. Post Svo, cloth 

limp, S8. 9^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Shakespeare : 

Yh« First Folio Shake«peare.~MR. 
William Shakbspbare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Pablished 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623. — A Repro- 
daction of the extremelyrare original, 
in reduced facsimile^ by a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detau. Small 8vo, 
half-Rozburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifullv printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portzait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Crown 4to, cloth 
gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Bein^ an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
4to, half-Rozburghe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 

8helley'8 Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 88. ; 
or separately, 28. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c., with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poem^ 
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems.the Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c. 

Sheridan's Complete Works, 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including 
his Dramatic Writings, printed from 
the Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page 
Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A. 
Demy Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
•* Arcadia." With Portrait, Mec&odal- 
Introduction, Essay on the Poetry of 
Sidney, and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 
Svo, cloth boards, 18s. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes Of Famous Tarerns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 

{AcoB Larwood and John Camden 
Iotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with zoo Illustrations, 78^. 8d. 

Sketch ley .—A Match in the 

Dark. • ByARTHUR^$ifiBT<GBZ.BY« Post 
8vp, illustrated boards, 2b. 

Slang Dictionary, The : Ety- 
mological, Historical, and AnecdotaU 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, Gb. 6d. 

Smith (J. I^oyr), Wori<a by : 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of tue 
Old Greek Fairy Time. By J. Moyr 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, with 
130 Illustrations, Ss. 6d. 

Tales of Old Thule. Collected and 
Illustrated by J. Moyr Smith. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, profusely Il- 
lustrated, 68. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Dal- 
DORNE. Illustrated by J. Moyr 
Smith. Small Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

outh-West, The New : Travel- 

ling Sketches from Kansas, New 
Mexico, Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
By Ernst von Hesse-Wartegg. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and 3 Maps. 
Svo, cloth extra, lis. [In preparation. 

SpaldJng.-Elizabethan Dennon. 

ology: An Essay in Illustration of 
the Belief in the Existence of Devils, 
and the Powers possessed by Them. 
By T. Alfred Spalding, LL.B. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece- by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Spenser for Children. c By M. 

H. TowRY. With Illustrations bv 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown ^to, witb 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gUt, 68t " 
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Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Chess ; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. A 
New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 5b. 

Stedman. — Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Cla- 
rence Stedman. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 98. 

Sterndale.— The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale, F.R.G.S. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Familiap Studies of Men and Books. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

NiBw Arabian Nights. New and 
Cheaper Edit. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Silverado Squatters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [/» the press,, 

St. John. — A Levantine Famlfy. 

By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, ill. s- 
. trated boards, &. 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illustrated by 
Wallis Mackay. Crown 8vo, clotn 
extra, 88. 6d. 

St. p[erre.->Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
nardxn de St. Pierre. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Strahah. — Twenty Years of a 

Pubilsher's Life. By Alexander 
Strahan. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 
with numerous Portraits and Illus- 
trations, 248. [In preparation. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the Peopie of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Home. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London LocalitieSj their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With a Map 
of Suburban London. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Swift's Choice Works, in Prose 

and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Worlcs by: 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 68. 
Atalanta In Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chasteiard. A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

78. 
Poems and Baliads. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also in crown 8vo, 

at same price. 

Poems and Baliads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Also ia crown 8vo, at 

same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo, 

Is. 
' William Blalce: A Critical Essay. 

With Facsimile Paintings. Demy 

8vo, 168. 
Songs before Sunrlee. Crown 8vo, 

10b. 6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

12s. 6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown 

8vo, 78. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 

68. 
Essays find Studies. Crown 8vo, 

128. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 

68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, 18. 

A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crowa 
8vo, 68. 

A Study of Shalcespeare. Crowa 
8vo, 88. 

Songs of the Springtides. Crown 
8vo, 68. 

studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 78. 

Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo, 88. 

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 
Poems. Crown 8vo, 98. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 
cloth extra, Ss. 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droil page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEN. Medium 8vo. cloth extra, 
78. 6d. 
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Taine's History of English 

LIteratur*. Translated by Hemry 
Van La UN. Four Volt., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, dOi.— Popular Edition, 
In Two Volt., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
IB^ 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of th« Echo Club: Burlesaues of 
Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 



Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: * Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," "Twixt Axe and Crown," 
"The Fool's Revenge,*' " Arkwrighfa 
Wife,*' "Anne Boleyn." "Plot and 
Passion.*' One Vol., crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. 

*** The Plays may also be had sepa- 
rately, at l8. each. 



Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepbace 
Thackeray^ depicting Humorous 
Incidents in his Scoool-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
TBjBd^ 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Each crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8l. 6d. ; or 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Cpeaslda. 
Proud Maisie. 
The Violin-Player. 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7b. 6d. 

Thornbury (Walter), Works 

by: 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
WARD Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth fixtra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished b^ his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illustrations in 
Colours, facsimiled from Turner's 
Original Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 



TImbs (John), Works by: 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With numerous Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 lUusts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Torrens. — The Marquess 

Wellesley, Architect of Empire. An 
Historic Portrait. By W. M. Tor- 
res s, M.P. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14 b. 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

The Way We Live Now. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3b. 6d. post 8vo, illust. boards, 2b. 

The American Senator. Cr. 8vo, cl. 
extra, 3b. 6d ; post 8vo, illust. bda . 28. 

Kept In the Dark. With a Frontis- 
piece by J. E. Millais, R.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Frau Frohmann, &o. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8v o, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Marion Fay. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 38. 6d. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. 

The Land - Leaguers. Three Vols., 
crown_8vo, 3l8. 6d^ {Shortly, 

Trollope(FrancesE.),Worksby: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 38. 6d. each. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress. 
AnneFurness^ 

Troilope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
Thomas Adolphus Trollops. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. Sd.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Tytier (Sarah), Novels by: 

What She Came Through. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post Bvo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

The Bride's Pass. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Mac Nab. Crown Bvo, 
cloth extra. 3b. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

yterature. By Henry Van Laun. 
Complete in Three Vols., demy Syo, 
c]oth boards, 78. 6d. each. 

Villari. — A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap. 
Bvo, picture cover, l8. 
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Walcott.— Church Work and 

Life In English Minsters; and the 
English Student's Monasticon. By the 
Rev. Mackenzie £. C. Walcott, B.V. 
Two Vols., crown ^o, cloth extra, 
with Map and Ground-Plans, 14b. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Uescent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis- 
n^uished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the 
Offices they hold or have held, their 
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs, 
&c. The Twenty-third Annual Edi- 
tion, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, 50s 

The Shilling Peerage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth. Is. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1883). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
Short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth, l8. Published annually. 

The Shilling Knightage (1883). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo, 
cloth, Is. Published annually. 

The Shilling IHouse of Commons 
(1883). Containing a List of all the 
Members of the British Parliament, 
their Town and Country Addresses, 
&c. 32mo, cloth. Is. Published 
annually. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1883). In One Volume, 
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 
5s. Published annually. 

Haunted London. By Walter 
Thornbury. Edited bv Edward 
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton andCotton'sComplete 

Angler ; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Orif^nal Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6x Copperplate Illustrations. Largo 
erowa 8yo, cloth antique, 78. M. 



Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich Hunters. By 
Julius Bekrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
' Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Merrie England in the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Conjurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilde of London. By James 
Greenwood. 

Tunis The Land and the People-. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-Wak- 
tkgg. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlbv. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs. &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
HiNGSTON. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry. May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Executioners : 

Memoirs of the Sanson Family 
(1688 to 1847). Edited by Henry 
Sanson. 

Summer Cruising in the South 
Seas. By Charles Warren Stod- 
dard. Illust. by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. [/w preparati on. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles 1. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Curefnlly printed on paper to imitate 
theOriguial,8SiB.b7Z4is. PrteaSi. 
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Waekants, Ac., continued— 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Soote. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Elixa* 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imiute the Original MS. Pnce Si. 

Magna Charta. An Exact Facsimile 
m the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by a 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblaxoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5t. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or. A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblaxmied in Gold 
and Colours. Price 68. 

WestPOpp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain: or. History ot 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDBR M. Westkopp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d. 



Whistler v. Ruskin: Art and 
Art Critics. By J. A. Macnsill 
Whistler. Seventh Edition, square 
8vo, 18. 

White's Natural History of 

Set borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2l 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 
Works by: . 
Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Leaves from a Natural Ist'e Note* 
book. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studlee, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6s. 



Williams (W. Mattleu^ F.R.A.S.), 

Works by : 

Science In Short Chapters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 

Svo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 

28. 6d, 

Wilson (C.E.).— Persian Wit and 

Humour: Being the Sixth Book of 
the Baharistan of Jami, Translated 
for the first time from the Original 
Persian into English Prose and Verse. 
With Notes bv C. E. Wilson. M.R. A.S.. 
Assistant Liorarian Royal Academy 
of Arts. Crown 8vo, parchment bina- 
ing. 48. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by : 

Cavalry Life. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 
38. 6d. 

Regimental Legends. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6d. ^ 

Wood.— 8abina: A NoveL By 

Lady Wood. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 28. • 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-way Matters. By Elibzer 
Edwards. Crown Svo^ half-bound, 
128.60. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Caricature History of the Georges. 

She House of Hanover.) With 400 
ctures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c Crown 
8ve, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Qrotesqus in Art, Literature, 
Sculptui^, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, 
F.S. A. Large post Svo, doth extra, 
78. 6d. 

Yates (Edmund)7N6vels by : 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 
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NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS. 



NEW NOVELS at 

All In a Qai^en Fair. By Walter 
Besant. Three Vols. [Shortly. 

Annan Water. By Robert Buchanan. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fancy-Free, &c. By Charles Gibbon. 
Three Vols. [Shortly, 

Fortune's Fool. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. Three Vols. 

lone. By £. Lynn Linton. Three 
Vols. [Shortly. 

The Way of the World. By D. Chris- 
tie Murray. Three Vols. [Shortly, 

The Foreigners. By E. C. Price. 
Three Vols. [Shortly. 



every Library. 

Maid of Athens. By TusnM Me> 
Carthy, M.P. With 12 Illustrations 
by Fred. Barnard. Three Vols. 

[Shortly. 

By the Gate of the Sea. By David 
Christie Murray. Two Vols., post 
8vo, 128. 

The Canon's Ward. By Jambs Payn. 
Three Vols. IJan,, 1884. 

A New Collection of Stories by 
Charles Rbade is now in prepara- 
tion, in Three Vols. 

The Land-LeaMuers. By Anthony 
Trollope. Three Vols. [Shortly. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 



Popular Stories by the Best Authors. 

crown 8vo, cloth 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulean. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Daoelvert .Ever. • 
ilull«t'« GuAfdlan. 



Library Editions, many Illustrated, 
extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS, 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of IHearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs ? 

BY BUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY J, LEITH DERWENT. 
I Our Lady of Tears. 
* CIrM's Lovers. 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebei'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Hecu*t and Solence 
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PiccAOiLLT NoTBLt, eoniinuU— 

BY M, BBTHAM'BDWARDS. 
F«llol«. 

BY MRS. ASNtB BDWARDES. 
Arohl« Lovell. 

BY R, B, FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. { Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Qlrls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
For the King. 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
In Paeturee Green. 
The Flower ef the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 

BY THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE, 
Garth. 

El I ice Quentln. 
Sebastian Strome. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. 
Dust. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thorn icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY^JEAN INGE LOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun, 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught. 
The Dark Colleen. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventee;. 
Oakshott Castle. 



PXCCASXLLT NOTXLS, COffitNflfM^ 

BY B, LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundaa. 
The World Welf Lost. 
Under which LordP 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
" My Love ! " 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

The Waterdaie Neighbours. 

My Enemy'e Daughter. 

Lin ley Rochford. | A Fair Saxoa 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD, LL.D. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIn'gfoid, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
Lost Rose. i The Evil Eye. 

' BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | Written In Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS, 
Touch and Go. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRA Y. 



Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
A Model Father. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



BY MRS, OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY JAMES PAY N, 



Lost Sir Massing- 
berd. 

Best of Husbands 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 



High Splrita 

Under One Roof* 

Cariyon'e Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

From Exile. 

A Grape from a 
Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Kit: A Memory. 
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PiccADiiLY Novels, continuei— 

BY E. C. PRICE, 
Valentino. 

BY CHARLES READS, D.CL, 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in iHis Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. | Readlana. 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL, 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion in the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 



Piccadilly Novels, eontinued—' 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyice* 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malsie. | Cresslda. 
The Violin-Player* 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS, 
The Way we Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept in the Daric. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

BY FRANCES S. TROLLOPS. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY SARAH TYTLER 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY y. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

[WiLKiE Collinses Novels and Besant and Rice's Novels may also be had in 
clolh limp at 2g. 6d. See, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editions.l 



BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIdA. 
Carp of Carrlyon. j Confldenoes. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY IV. BESANT & JAMBS RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
My Little Girl. 
The CsMe of Mr. Luoraft. 



By Besant and Rice— continued. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monies of Theiema. 
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes, j Savage Life. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
The Luci< of Roaring Camp. 
Flip. 
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Cbbap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 

BY MRS, BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON, 
Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLARBN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
Ths Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 
Anton I na. 
Basil. 

HIds and 8eel(. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Blaci< Robe. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

Biaci<smith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. ' 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears. 



Cheap Popular Novels, eofUinued^ 
BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. 
The Pickwick Papers. 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas NIckleby; 

BY MRS, ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. . 

Archie Level 1. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mre. Tiilotson. 
Polly. 
Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON, 
Olympia. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart, 
in Love and War. 
For the King. 
Queen of the Meadow, 
in Pastures Green. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY, 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDYn 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tre«. 
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'Vheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Elllce Quentln. 
Sebastian Stpome. 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

BY MitS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HENRY JAMES, Jun. 
Confidence. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
'The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Sflixon. 

Linley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas WIngfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued-^ 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Sesame ! 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written in Fire. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorililoilt 
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life's Atonement. 
A Model Father. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 

Phoebe's Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 

Library Editions of Guida's Novels 
may be had in crown 8vo, cloth extra, at 
6s. each. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

idalla. 

Cecil Castie- 

maine. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 
Folle Farine. 



Pascarel. 

TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadns. 

Friendship. 

Motl>£, 

Plpistrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 



A Dog of Flanders. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- Gwendoline's Har 



berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

CiyfTards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands 

Waiter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

H u morous Stories 



vest. 

Like- Father, Like 
Son. 

A Marine Resi- 
dence. 

Married Beneath 
Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but 
Won. 

£200 Reward. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirjts. 
Cariyon's Year. 

A Confidential 
Agent. 

Some Private 
Views. 

From Exile. 
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Cheap Popular Novkls, tcntinutd^ 
BY EDGAR A, POB. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY S. C. PRICE, 
Valentlna. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It le Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Caeh. 
Peg Wofllnfton. 
Chpietle Johnetone. 
Orlfnth Qaunt. 
Put Youraelf In Hie Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth 
The Couree of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Readlana. 

BY MRS. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA, 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SA UNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Quy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
The Two Dreamers. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark. 

BY r. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle 

The Violin-Player. 



Cheap Populak Novels, coniinued-- 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Talee for the Marl nee. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 

BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom Sa%vyer. 

An Idle Excursion. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
of Europe. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, Is. each. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret 
Hartb. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 
Bret Harts, 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 
of •' That Lass o' Lowrie^s." 

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 
" That Lass o' Lowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of '• That Lass o' Lowrie's.** 

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PiRKIS. 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 
Grahau. 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 

Esther's Glove. ByR. E. Francillon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By ToM Jbrrold. 
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